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DĚDEČKOVY HODINY (Grandfather's Clock)
interpret: Fešáci

hudba: Henry Clay Work
text: Henry Clay Work
album: 
        G         D           G        C

V nasi male kuchyni tloukly stare hodiny

          G         D         G

dlouhych devadesat let na stene

                 D           G             C

a muj deda radu let vstaval rano presne v pet,

        G         D       G

sam je natahoval kazdodenne.

                             C        G

Byly koupeny v den, kdy byl deda narozen,

                    A7          D

vzdycky rad poslouchal jejich hlas,

          G     D     G         C           G  D  G

zivot se dal v let a devadesat let je jen kratky cas.

  G          C    G              C   G

REF:
Kracely rok za rokem dedeckovym zivotem,

           

          D          G             C

jednou rano zustal spat, zivot ma svuj pevny rad,

      
   G   D       G

to snad zna kazdy z nas.

Napred kluk, za par let statny muz a potom kmet,

cerny vlas, ctihodne sediny,

clovek starne, je to tak, zivot jede jako vlak,

at ho zenou roky nebo vteriny.

Pritom rok od roku tikaly mu do kroku

hodiny, ktere mel tolik rad,

zivot se dal v let, za devadesat let nahle zustal stat.

REF:
Kracely rok za rokem dedeckovym zivotem…

Po te noci ledove prislo jitro zarive,

domem zni zase plac ditete,

to nas novy syn zpusobem obvyklym

rika nam, ze je rad na svete.

V nasi male kuchyni visi nove hodiny

misto tech, ktere jsou ted ve smeti,

zacaly, tik-tak, vesele pocitat nove stoleti.

REF:
Budou kracet rok za rokem celym nasim zivotem

a svym hlasem budou nas varovat, co umi cas,

kdyz se rozleti.
My grandfather's clock was too large for the shelf
So it stood ninety years on the floor
It was taller by half than the old man himself
And it weight not a penny's weight more
It was bought on the morn that my grandpa was born
And was always his treasure and pride
But it stopped short never to go again, When the old man died 

REF:
Ninety years without slumbering (tic tac tic tac), His life's seconds numbering (tic tac tic tac)

But it stopped short never to go again

When the old man died. 

At watching its pendulum swing to and fro
Many hours he had spent as a boy
As he grew into manhood the clock seemed to know
For it sharaed everyu sorrow and joy
And it struck tewntyfour as he entered the door
With his beautiful and blushing bride
But it stopped short never to go again, When the old man died 

REF:
Ninety years without slumbering (tic tac tic tac), His life's seconds numbering (tic tac tic tac)...


My grandfather said that of those he could hire
Not a servant so faithful he'd found
For it wasted no time and it had but one desire
At the close of each week to be wound
Yes it kept in its place but not a frown upon its face
And its hands never hung by its side
But it stopped short never to go again, When the old man died 

REF:
Ninety years without slumbering (tic tac tic tac), His life's seconds numbering (tic tac tic tac)...


Then it rang an alarm in the dead of the night
An alarm that for years had been dumb
And we knew that his spirit was pluming for flight
That his hour for departure had come
Yes the clock kept the time
With a soft and muffled chime
As we stood there and watched by his side
But it stopped short never to go again, When the old man died
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