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poppframleidarunum, hvegrs stgdi
her heima snillingar Ur Nashville
hava lagt, eina &minning um, at
country einaferd snui seg um
at fortelja spgur — og ikki um
musikalskt reyp.

Tad var ratt, 6polerad og vid-
brekid, so einasta gjgrliga meining
vard at hava samhuga. Ein stér lgta
fyri meg var, t4 hann sang - ella
reettari fortaldi - Sunday Morning
Coming Down - eina lgtumynd i
livinum hj4 eini vilstari sal, sum
fekk seer ¢l til baedi morgunmat
og omana. Hetta kundi fyri tad
verid ein sjalvslysing, eftirsum
Kristofferson & yngri arum ikki
spytti i glasid.

Well, I woke up Sunday
morning
With no way to hold my head
that didn't hurt.
And the beer I had for
breakfast wasn't bad,
So I had one more for dessert.
Then I fumbled in my closet
through my clothes
And found my cleanest dirty

shirt.
Then I washed my face and
combed my hair

And stumbled down the stairs

to meet the day.
I'd smoked my mind the night
before
With cigarettes and songs I'd
been picking.

But I lit my first and watched a

small kid

Playing with a can that he was

kicking.

Then I walked across the street
And caught the Sunday smell
of someone frying chicken.

And Lord, it took me back to
something that I'd lost
Somewhere, somehow along
the way.
On a Sunday morning
sidewalk,
I'm wishing, Lord, that I was
stoned.
‘Cause there'’s something in a
Sunday
That makes a body feel alone.
And there’s nothing short a’

dying

That's half as lonesome as the
sound
Of the sleeping city sidewalk
And Sunday morning coming
down.
In the park I saw a daddy
With a laughing little girl that
he was swinging.
And I stopped beside a Sunday
school
And listened to the songs they
were singing.
Then I headed down the street,
And somewhere far away a
lonely bell was ringing,
And it echoed through the
canyon
Like the disappearing dreams
of yesterday

Johnny Cash sang eisini hendan
sangin, sum vard nummar eitt a
U.S. Billboard Hot Country Singles
i1970.

Folkaognin talar

fyri seg sjalva

Kris Kristofferson hevur fleiri
lpg, sum hava verid négv speld i

Fgroyum i eini 40 ar i Gitvarpi, til
veitslur, dans og annad. A tann
hatt hevdi hann tad leett undir
konsertini. Félk kendu ténleikin og
murradu vid. Kendast munnu vera
tey &dur nevndu lggini. Men eitt na
Jody and the Kid, From the Bottle
to the Bottom, Why Me og For the
Good Times eru hggt i metum, tosa
vit um greatest hits og félkaogn.
Fyrra settid var hetta:

Shipwrecked in the 80s
Darby’s Castle
Me and Bobby McGee
Her Comes That Rainbow
Best of All Possible Worlds
Help Me Make it Through the
Night
Casey'’s Last Ride
Nobody Wins
Feeling Mortal
From Here to Forever
Loving Her Was Easier

Sidani kom ein stedgur uppé 20
minuttir. Eg helt, at Kris Kristoffer-
son hevdi endad konsertina, ti
hann segdi onki, td hann rymdi av

pallinum. Men &hoyrarar, sum eg
tosadivid i stedginum, spgdu meer,
at vit hgvdu enn eitt sett til gédar:

From the Bottle to the Bottom
Duvalier’s Dream
I'd Rather be Sorry
Jody and the Kid
Jesus Was a Capricorn
The Pilgrim
The Wonder
To Beat the Devil
Sunday Morning Coming
Down
Silver Tongued Devil
For the Good Times
Please Don't Tell me How the
Story Ends
Why Me

Midskeidis i seinna setti kom Kelly
og hjalpti papa sinum at syngja
onkran sang. Tad lyfti orkust@did
munandi upp. [ sidsta lagnum
komu déttirin og sjeikur hennara
upp at hjalpa hinum gamla vid at
syngja»Why Me«, medan tey hildu
um hvenn annan. { keerleika.




