Aunt Margit

My dear aunt was a Owner of a

White Ford Cortina

Her Dog Tim got his place in the backseat
And | was ready to follow her when she

Spins out of the garden

Accelerator pedal firmly pressed

Clutch slipping

"Hold on tight now My boy" are you ready?

And | think | remember many trips, nearly
every time | felt a need to brake

But she just gave in, didn’t think danger, so just
at last The brakes came on, oh yeah lucky me

[Chorus]

Chocolate trips to a Camping in the area
small money in my pocket burned

played and loose, she said "don't tell anyone"
She laughed, Tim got his chocolate, then full
throttle home

Holiday trips just across the border

We didn't have time for shopping bags

And it was a long time between breaks

Even though | had my fishing rod ready

The clock went so fast

She cursed about traffic and weather changes
Dog Tim was sleeping in the backseat

Suddenly two road workers stood in the way
She pointed to an old house

She was more busy looking at view than the two
Road work veered out of the way

She goes on never stop and looking back

And | think back - this is what | learned

Be careful on my own way

But | also liked to press the pedal

It's” freedom but do not forget the surroundings

[Chorus]

| see the white car

Every time the road turns steeply
Remember the salmon that hung on the bike
And Tim and | slung against the door

45 degree turn on two wheel

Stone and grass pushed away

Lucky as hell, only a shocked fisherman on the
road (oh, auntie, | remember everything)

Holiday trips just across the border
Shopping bags we didn't have time for
Afraid of never coming home

But luckily it never went wrong oh yeah

Min kjeere tante eide en

hvit Ford Cortina

Hunden hennes, Tim, fikk plass i baksetet
Og jeg var Klar til & folge etter henne da hun

Spinner ut av hagen

Gaspedalen trykkes godt inn

Clutchen slurper

"Hold godt fast n& gutten min", er du klar?

Og jeg tror jeg husker mange turer, nesten

hver gang jeg folte behov for & bremse

Men hun ga bare etter tenkte ikke pa fare, sa endelig
bremsene kom p4, & ja - heldige meg

[Refreng]

Sjokolade turer til en campingplass i omradet
smapenger i lommen brant

spilte og tapte, hun sa "ikke si det til noen"

Hun lo, Tim fikk sjokoladen sin, sa full gass hjem

Ferieturer rett over grensen

Vi hadde ikke tid til handleposer
Og det var lenge mellom pausene
Selv om jeg hadde fiskestanga klar

Klokken gikk s fort

Hun bannet om trafikk og vaer-endringer

Hunden Tim sov i baksetet

Plutselig sto to veiarbeidere i veien

Hun pekte pé et gammelt hus

Hun var mer opptatt med & se pé utsikten enn de to
Veiarbeidet slengte seg ut av veien

Hun fortsatte, stoppet aldri og sa seg tilbake

Og jeg tenker tilbake - dette er det jeg leerte
Veer forsiktig pa min egen vei

Men jeg likte ogsa & trakke pa pedalen

Det er frihet, men ikke glem omgivelsene

[Refreng]

Jeg ser den hvite bilen

Hver gang veien svinger bratt

Husker jeg laksen som hang pa sykkelen
Og Tim og jeg ble slengt mot daren

45-graders sving pa to hjul

Stein og gress skrenset bort

Heldig som bare det, bare en sjokkert fisker pa veien
(4, tante, jeg husker alt)

Ferieturer rett over grensen
Handleposer vi ikke hadde tid til
Redd for aldri & komme hjem

Men heldigvis gikk det aldri galt, & ja



