

A unique collection of badly translated songs, and others
(insert place and date)
1. Happy days

Happy days are here again,

the skies above are blue again,

Let’s sing a song of love again

Happy Days Are Here Again!

2. Hell and gore 

   mel. Helan går  

Hell and gore, 

Chung hop father Allan Allan ley

Hell and gore, 

Chung Hop father Allan ley

Oh handsome in the hell and tar

and hell are in a half and four

Hell and gore, 

Chung Hop father Allan ley!

3. The knock  

   Mel. Helan går 

Knock knock knock

Knock knock knock knock knock knock

knock knock

Knock knock knock

Knock knock knock knock knock knock

Knock knock knock knock knock

Knock knock knock

knock knock knock knock knock

knock knock knock

KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK

Jäklar bommen sprack!

4. We take the snaps

   Mel. Petter Jönsson

We take the snaps now 

´cause it’s made out of spruce-wood

a thing that we should be very used to.

How nice to know there when sweating and toiling

That in the trees in the forest liquor is boiling.

5. The Swedish woods

Fordom odla man en vindruvsranka
   mel. Vintern rasat

Formerly was grown a little winerank  

and from grapes made a Nobel wine.

Now you squeeze the juice out of a wood plank,

smelling quaintly of turpentine

Lift your goblet now, oh brother, sister

let the Swedish woods flow down in line,

through the throat and if you are bister,

let us merr'ly drink a little pine! Cheers!

6. The drunken sailor 

://: What shall we do with the drunken sailor? ://:

Earlye in the morning. 

://: Hooray and up she rises ://:  

Earlay in the morning

://: Put him in the long-boat till he's sober ://:

://: Pull out the plug and wet him all over ://:

://: Put him in the scuppers with a hose-pipe on him ://:

://: Heave him by the leg in a running bow-lin' ://:

7. Imbelupet

   Mel. Kors på Idas Grav

Steamy stand the glasses now on fragil stem,

well-chilled beer jugs lean against them

But down there in deep dispair: 

down in my stomach’s empty trunk

sits a little devil waiting for a clunk.

In my body’s deepest calves  

sits the little devil waiting for the half.

Down in my stomach like a heard  

sits the little devil waiting for the third

8. I like 

   mel Over the mountain  (I see the moon)

Over the mountains over the sea  

thousands of snapses are waiting for me.  

Please go to hell with juice and tea,

snaps is the drink for me.

I take the snaps, the snaps takes me  

Thrilling as only a snaps can be.

I don't know where I use to be

before I get snapses three.

I like the snaps and the snaps likes me,  

thrilling as only a snaps can be.

I want to drink the real elit: 

Aalborger aquavit.

I see the vin,  the vin sees me  

down through my hals, to me vänstra knee. 

Now let the vin, that smiles at me

go to my mage down

Over the bottles, over the glass  

faces are shining, på vårt kalas.  

Please let the vin now leave the glass

go to my mage D  O  W  N!
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9. Amazing grace  

Amazing grace! How sweet the sound  

that saved a wretch like me!

I once was lost but now I am found  

was blind, but now I see.

Twas the grace that taught my heart to fear  

and grace my fears relieved.

How precious did that grace appear  

the hour I first believed!

Through many dangers, toils and snares  

I have already come.

It was grace that brought me safe this far  

and grace will lead me home,

When we've been there ten thousand years,  

bright shining as the sun,

wer've no less days to sign god's praise  

that when we first began.

10. When I'm sixty-four 

When I get older, losing my hair  

many years from now

will you still be sending me a Valentine

birthday greetings, bottle of wine?

If I'd been out till quarter to three

will you lock the door?  

Will you still need me,

will you still feed me

when I'm sixty four?

11. Our family 

   mel My Bonnie 

My father makes couterfeit money 

my mother brews synthtic gin,

My sister sells kisses to sailors,

and that's how the money rolls in!

My uncle's a slum missionary

saving young maidens from sin

He'll save you a blond for a shilling

and tha's how the money rolls in.

My aunt runs a girl seminary

teaching yuong girls to begin.

She never says where they've to finish

and that's the money rolls in.

My brother's a Harley street doctor

with instrument long, sharp and thin.

He only makes one operation

and that's how the money rolls in.

My father has spend all his money

my mother drunk all her gin.

My sister's beauty has fainted

and no more money rolls in.

12. Drinking song 

   C.M.Bellman nr 21 

We were just walking gradually  

away from our drinking-bout,

when Death cried out: It's time for thee  

your life is running out.

You old man throw away your crutch  

and you young lad do as I say.

The fairest nymph you want so much  

will be tonight your prey.

If in your grave you fear you'll too deep sink,

then I think you'd better have a drink,  

then again, then a third, then a fourth, then some more.  

The rest in your grave you can store.

13. Being here is that divine? 

   mel: Här e’ gudagott att vara 

Being here is that divine? 

How can life be free from spleen?

Angels have no chorus line  

and our grass is not so green.

Bumblebees and butterflies  

lark above us make a fuss

and I think it's bloody lies  

that small plants can drink to us.

14. Waltzing Matilda 

Once a jolly swagman camped by a billabong,

under the shade of a coolibah tree,

And he sang as he watched and waited till his billy boiled,

You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me.

Waltzing Matilda, waltzing Matilda,

You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me,

And he sang as he watched and waited till his billy boiled,

You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me.

Down came a jumbuck to drink at that billabong,

Up jumped the swagman and grabbed him with glee

Who’s that jolly jumbuck you’ve got in your tucker-bag?

You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me.

Up rode the squatter mounted on his thoroughbred,

Down came the troopers, one, two, three,

Whose' that jolly jumback you've got in you tucker-bag,

You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me.

Up jumped the swagman, sprang into the billabong,

You'll never catch me alive, said he,

And his gost may be heard as you pass by that billabong,

You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me.
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15. Jamaica farewell 

Down the way where the nights are gay

and the sun shines daily on the mountain top

I took a trip on a sailing ship

And when I reached Jamaica I made a stop.

But I'm sad to say I'm on my way

Won't be back for many a day

My heart is down, my head is turning around

I had to leave a little girl in Kingston town.

Sounds of laughter everywhere 

and the dancing girls swinging to and fro

I must declare that my heart is there 

though I've been from Maine to Mexico

But I’m sad to say…

Down at the market you can hear

Ladies cry out while on their heads they bear:

Bananas, rice, salt, fish, are nice

And the rum is fine any time a year.

But I’m sad to say…

16. Yesterday

Yesterday,

All those backups seemed a waste of pay.

Now my database has gone away.

Oh I believe in yesterday.

Suddenly, 

There's not half the files there used to be,

And there's a milestone

hanging over me

The system crashed so suddenly.

I pushed something wrong

What it was I could not say.

Now all my data's gone

and I long for yesterday-ay-ay-ay.

Yesterday, 

The need for back-ups seemed so far away.

I knew my data was all here to stay,

Now I believe in yesterday.
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17. Song to Eleanor Rigby

Eleanor Rigby

Sits at the keyboard

And waits for a line on the screen

Lives in a dream

Waits for a signal

Finding some code

That will make the machine do some more.

What is it for?

All the lonely users, where do they all come from?

All the lonely users, why does it take so long?

Guru MacKenzie

Typing the lines of a program that no one will run;

Isn't it fun?

Look at him working,

Munching some chips as he waits for the code to compile;

It takes a while...

All the lonely users, where do they all come from?

All the lonely users, why does it take so long?

Eleanor Rigby

Crashes the system and loses 6 hours of work;

Feels like a jerk.

Guru MacKenzie

Wiping the crumbs off the keys as he types in the code;

Nothing will load.

All the lonely users, where do they all come from?

All the lonely users, why does it take so long?

