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Introduction

This is the second chapbook in a series produced
collaboratively by the Yukon International Storytelling
Festival and the Northern Research Institute. While the
festival is committed to encouraging and developing the
ancient art of storytelling, we are also concerned with
preservation of the form and a public awareness of it.
Consequently we have undertaken this project to share
stories in a written form, hoping that each reader will be
inspired to seek out the tellers of these, and other tales, to
listen — for in our minds there is nothing so precious as the
story hanging mid-air between the lips of the teller and the
ears of the attentive listener.

This chapbook includes a small selection of the Icelandic
stories the festival has been blessed to hear. This collection is
intended to give you some sense of the power and beauty of
Icelandic stories.

The oral tradition thrives in Iceland, even though itis a
very literary country (with one of the highest literacy rates in
the world). While the people are very interested in published
fiction, poetry and drama, they are also interested in the old
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stories. Old Icelandic "heathen” myths are written and
preserved on skin. For example, "The Old Edda," from the
12th and 13th centuries, are still read easily in the original
language; however, as Eyvindur Eriksson, one of our
Icelandic visitors, pointed out, they are best told orally.
Iceland also has many folk stories and adventure stories,
including many songs and stories about the big raven, "the
wise bird of the heathens.” Stories are still passed on from
generation to generation.

Three Icelandic storytellers contributed to this chapbook,
Thérunn Valdimarsdéttir, Eyvindur Eriksson and Sj6n
Sigurdsson.

Thérunn Valdimarsdéttir participated in the 1990
Storytelling Festival. She told tales of Icelandic history,
folklore and witchcraft, and provided material for this
chapbook. A historian and academic, she is very committed
to the preservation of oral histories and stories.

Eyvindur Eriksson also assisted with this project. He
grew up on the northwestern corner of Iceland, an area now
uninhabited. He studied language and language history, and
taught for many years. He is an author of fiction and poetry,
and dedicated to preserving the oral tradition of his
ancestors.

Sjén Sigurdsson was our first Icelandic storyteller. A
poetand playwright, he had never performed as a storyteller
before he appeared at our festival. When we took his book
of poems and explained that we wanted storytelling, not a
reading, he gallantly went on stage and told stories and sang
songs told and sung to him by his grandmother. We include
two of those songs here, dealing with crow.

Iwould like to thank the Northern Research Institute and
its staff for their great help and encouragement in producing

this booklet.

Anne Tayler,
Whitehorse, Y.T.
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Sagan Af Auduni Vestfirska

A elleftu 61d, eftir a8 vi® urbum kristnir, 4tti ungur
madur heima dsamt mé8ur sinni 4 Vestfjordum. Nafn
hans var Au8um og hann var ekki rikur maSur. Vetur
einn dvaldist 4 beenum, par sem Audun vann, fslenskur
kaupmadur sem sigldi skipi sinu til Noregs med vérur
til a8 selja og kom aftur med vorur til sdlu 4 fslandi.
Audun vann fyrir pennan mann og peir urdu vinir, og
um vorid baud hann honum ad sigla med sér 4 skipinu
og veramedsér naesta 4r. Hann p4dipad enda atti hann
ekki mikid fé til greidslu 4 fari og sérhver ungur madur
vildi fara utan og kynnast 66rum pj68um. Hann t6k
med sér allt fé sitt eftir ad hafa skilid mébur sinni eftir
pad sem pau t5ldu neegilegt til uppihalds henni i prju
ar.

Auduni f6ér sidan med kaupmanninum til Noregs,
par sem peir dvoldust um veturinn. Sidan sigldu beir til
Granlands og voru par annan vetur. A Greelandi s4
Audun taminn hvitabjorm, stért og fallegt dyr. Hann
keybti pad af veibiménnunum og gaf aleigu sina fyrir.
Hann hafdi heyrt ségur af Sveini konungi i Danmérku
og a8 hann veeri gédur konungur, og nii vildi hann fara
med dyrid alla pessa Iongu leid til Danmerkur og fera
Sveini konungi sem dyrmaeta gjof.

Naesta sumar sigldi hann me8 vini sinum alla leid til
Noregs yfir Atlantshafid mikla og peir komu til borgar
Haralds konungs { Noregi. Peir fréttu ad skollin veeri 4
styrjold milli Nordmanna og Dana og engin skip fengju
ad sigla milli landanna tveggja.

Haraldi konungi var sagt, a® i baenum veeri
fslendingur og hann veeri med verdmaett dyr, og
konungur sendi strax eftir Auduni. Hann kom fyrir

The Story of Authun of the Westfjords

The Story of Authun of the Westfjords

In the eleventh century, after we had become
Christian, there was a young man who lived with his
mother in the Westfjords of Iceland. His name was
Authun and he was not a rich man. One winter, on the
farm where Authun worked, there was staying an
Icelandic merchant who used to take his ship to
Norway and come back with goods to sell in Iceland.
Authun worked for this man and they became friends,
and in the spring he invited him to sail on his ship and
stay with him the next year. Authun accepted this
invitation as he had not much money to pay his fare —
and like every young man he wanted to travel abroad
and learn the ways of other people. He took all his
money after he had given his mother what they thought
would be enough to sustain her for three years.

Authun then went with the merchant to Norway,
where they stayed the winter. Then they sailed to
Greenland and stayed there another winter. In
Greenland, Authun saw a tame polar bear, that we call
Whitebear, a big and beautiful animal. He bought it
from the hunters and gave all his money for it. He had
heard stories told of King Svein of Denmark, and that
he was a good King, so now he wanted to take the
animal all the way to Denmark and offer it as a precious
gift to King Svein.

Next summer he sailed with his friend all the way
to Norway, over the great Atlantic ocean, until they
came to the town of King Harald of Norway. They
learned that a war had broken out between Norway and
Denmark, and no ships were allowed to sail between
the two countries.

Now King Harald was told that there was an
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konung og heilsadi kurteislega. Konungur heilsa8i
homum gladlega og spurdi hvort hann veeri eigandi
mikils hvitabjarnar. Audun sagdist halda ad hann vaeri
med dyr nokkurt.

Viltu selja mér dyrid fyrir pad verd sem pu gafst
fyrir pad? spyr konungur.

Ekki vil ég bad, herra, segir Audun.

Viltu pé taka tvé verd slik, og er pad sanngjarnt, par
sem pu gafst allt sem bu 4ttir fyrir?

Pad vil ég ekki, segir Audun.

Viltu p4 gefa mér? spyr konungur.

Neit, herra.

Hvad aetlarbu ad gera vid pal?

Hann svarar: Faera pad Sveini konungi i Danmdrku.

Haraldur konungur horfir 4 hann og veltir fyrir sér
hvort hann sé heimskur madur, og hvort hann viti ekki
ad i sé strid, og hversvegna hann haldi sig geta farid
med dyrar gjafir til Danmerkur, pegar adrir komist ekki
brynna erinda.

En hann Audun segir, ad konungur verdi audvitad
ad rada pvi, en sjélfur sampykki hann ekki annad en
petta.

b4 brosir konungur og segir: Hversvegna skyldi ég
ekki leyfa pér ad fara til Danmerkur? En pu verQur ad
lofa mér pvi, takist pér pessi setlun, ad koma aftur til
min og segja mér hvernig pér var tekid hja Sveini
konungi. M4 vera, ad pu sért gaefumadur.

Audun hneigdi sig fyrir honum og pakkadi honum
mikillega og med hjilp konungsins komst hann til
Subur-Noregs og dfram med skipi til Danmerkur.

beir téku land i Danmorku en ekki néleaegt
dvalarstadkonungsins. Audun gekk 4 land med dyr sitt
og par sem hann 4tti enga peninga eftir, vard hann ad

The Story of Authun of the Westljords

Icelander in town and that he had with him the most
expensive animal, so the King sent for Authun at once.
Authun came before the King and greeted him
politely. The King greeted him gladly and asked
him if he was the owner of a great Whitebear. Authun
said, "I think I have an animal with me."”

“Will you sell me the animal for the price you gave
for it?" the King asked.

“T will not, sire,” said Authun.

"Then would you take twice the price, which is more
just, as you gave all your money for it?"

"I will not do that,” says Authun.

"Will you give it to me then?" the King asked.

"No, sire."

"What are you going to do with it?"

He answered: "Take it to King Svein of Denmark."

King Harald looked at Authun for a while,
wondering if he was a foolish man, and whether he did
not know that there was a war on, and why he thought
he could take expensive gifts to Denmark when others
could not sail with the most pressing errands.

Authun replied that the King must, of course, decide
that, but he himself was not willing to accept anything
else.

Then the King smiled and said: "Why should I not
allow you to go to Denmark? But you must promise
that, if you succeed in this intention, you will come back
to me and tell me how you were received by King
Svein. Can it be that you are a lucky man?”

Authun bowed to him and thanked him warmly for
this, and with the help of the King he was able to go to
the south of Norway and get a ship sailing to Denmark.

They soon landed in Denmark, but not very near the
King's residence. Authun went ashore with his animal,
and as he had no money left at all, he had to beg for
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betla mat fyrir sig og bjorminn. Hann frétti, ad eitt
stérbyla konungs veeri neerri og hann fér pangad og bad
konungsmann alstodar. S4 hét Aki og hann sagdist
skyldi gefa honum og hvitabiminum mat og fara med
pa til konungs, en i stadinn vildi hann f4 halft pad verd
sem konungur gaefi honum fyrir bjorninn. Audun vard
ad sampykkja petta, annars missti hann dyr sitt, og
hann f6r med Aka til Sveins konungs me8pennanmikla
og fagra hvita bjérn. Peir komu { sal konungsins og
gengu g6lfid inn ad bordi hans milli manna konungs,
sem sdtu vid mat og drykk vid langbor8 4 badar hlidar.
Konungur horf6i hugsandi 4 bjorninn og pennan
6kunna mann. Hver ert pu? spurfi hann.

Audun svarar: Eg er {slenskur madur, og kem nui til
pin frd Greelandi um Noreg og hef med mér pennan
bjérn sem ég keypti fyrir aleigu mina, og il langar mig
algefa pér dyrid, herra. En ég verd ad jata me8skémm,
ad mér hefur ekki haldist 4 6llu dyrinu og ni get ég
aleins gefi® pér pad hilft. Og hann segir konungi
hvernig 4 pvistandi. Konungur snyr sér ad Aka og spyr
hann hvort petta sé satt, og hann segir ad pad sé satt.
Konungur vard mjog reidur og sagdi: Eg gerdi pig
mikinn mann, og samt dirfist pti ad gera slikt manni
sem gefid hefur aleigu sina og haett lifi sinu til ad fera
mér bessa dyru gjof. Haraldur konungur leyf8i honum
meira a8 segja ad fara og p6 er hann 6vinur minn. E
tti ad lata drepa pig, en ég let pig fara, ef pi hralar
pér ir landi minu og kemur aldrei fyrir augu mér aftur.

En hann pakkadi Auduni mérgum sinnum og baud
honum a8 vera hj4 sér og hann padi pad fislega. Hann
var@ einn konungsmanna og fékk g6 kledi og g68an
mat og pad var mikid fyrir fiteekan mann 4 peim

doégum.

The Story of Authun of the Wastfjords

food for himself and the bear. He learned that one of the
King’s big farms was nearby, so he went and asked the
help of the King’s man at the farm. This man’s name
was Aki, and he said he would give him and the
Whitebear food, and take them to the King, but he
wanted half the price the King would give him for the
bear. Authun had to accept this, otherwise he would
have lost his animal; he then went with Aki to King
Svein with the great, beautiful Whitebear. They came
into the hall of the King and walked across the floor to
his table, between the King’s men, who were eating and
drinking at their long tables along both sides. The King
looked thoughtfully at the bear and at this unknown
man. "Who are you?" he asked."

Authun answered: "I am an Icelandic man, and
have come to you from Greenland through Norway. 1
have with me this bear that I bought for all I owned,
and now I want to give the animal to you, sire. But I
have to admit with shame, that I have not been able to
keep the whole animal, and now I can only give you
half of it.” And he told the King why. The King turned
to Aki and asked him if this was true, and he replied, "it
is true." The King became very angry and said: "I made
you a great man, and yet you dare to do such a thing
to a man who has given all his money, and risked his
life, in order to bring me this precious gift. Even King
Harald let him go, and he is my enemy. I should have
you killed, but I will let you go, if you hurry out of my
country and never come before my eyes again."

The King thanked Authun many times, and invited
him to stay with him — and he gladly accepted. He
became one of the King’s men and got fine clothes and
good food — and that was much for a poor man in
those days.

After a while he came before King Svein and bowed
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Nokkru sifar kom hann fyrir Svein konung og
hneigdi sig og bad hann fararleyfis. Konungurinn horf8i
undrandi 4 hann um hri8 og spurdi hvad hann atladist

Eg vil ganga subur, sagdi Aubun, og 4tti vid, ad
hann vildi fara til Rémar sem pilagrimur og bjarga s4l
sinni, en pad var adsta 6sk hvers vel kristins manns 4
peim tima.

Pad er g6d hugsun, sagdi konungur, og hann gaf
honum nég silfur til ad greida ferSakostnad til Rémar
og til baka.

Aubun lagdi upp i goéngu sina subur i gegnum
Evrépu og pad var mjog 16ng ferd 4 pessum tima og
haettuleg var hin einnig. Ad lokum komst hann til
Rémar og hann gekk { allar stéru kirkjurnar og var vid
messu hjd pafa og fékk blessun hans, og hann var
dnzegdur pegar hann sneri baki vid Borginni eilifu og
hélt sina 16ngu leid gegnum Italiu og Frakkland og
pyskaland éleidis til Danmerkur. En 4 leiSinni vard
hann veikur og var veikur lengi, og pegar hann var8faer
um ad halda éfram, var hann ordinn mjég veikburda og
allir peningar hans voru biinir svo hann var8 a8 betla.

Loks komst hann til Danmerkur og til borgar
konungs um pdska, og hann gekk upp a8 kirkjunni
pegar konungur og menn hans komu a8 hly&a messu,
en nd var hann horaBur og mjér og mattlitill og fot
hans Shrein og rifin og teett og hann hafdi ekki kjark til
pess ad ganga til konungsins og heilsa honum. Eins var,
pegar konungur gekk aftur til hallarinnar. Au8un dkvad
ad ganga til konungs pegar hann feeri til aftanséngs, en
pé voru sumir konungsmanna drukknir og allir voru i
finum kledum, svo hann por8i ekki p4a heldur. Og
begar Dbeir sneru aftur, st68 Audun { skugganum og
fékk sig ekki til ad ganga fram. En konungurinn t6k eftir

The Story of Authun of the Wastfjords

to him and asked to take his leave. The King looked at
him for a while in surprise and asked what he wanted
to do.

"I want to go south," Authun said, and he meant that
he wanted to go to Rome as a pilgrim and save his soul,
which was the dearest wish of every good Christian at
that time.

"This is a good thought," the King said, and he gave
him much silver to pay his way to Rome and back.

Authun set out on his walk south through Europe,
which was a very long journey in those days, and
dangerous it was too. At last he came to Rome and went
to the big churches and to mass with the pope, where he
received his blessing. He was a happy man when he
turned his back on the Eternal City to begin the long
journey through Italy and France and Germany towards
Denmark. On the way he became sick, and was sick for
a long time, and when he was able to walk on he was
very weak, and all his money was spent, so he had to
beg his way.

At last he came to Denmark, and to the King’s town,
at Eastertime, and walked up to the church where the
King and his men came to hear mass. But now he was
very thin and lean and weak, and his clothes were dirty
and tattered and torn, and he did not have the courage
to go to the King and greet him. It was the same thing
when the King went into his great hall again. Authun
decided to go to King Svein when he went to evening
mass, but some of the King’s men were drunk, and all
had fine clothes, so he did not dare then either. When
they went back, Authun was standing in the shadows
and could not bring himself to step forward.

But the King noticed this man and thought that he
wanted to see him, so he went out again and said that
if there was a man there who wanted to speak to him he
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pessum manni og fannst, a8 hann vildi hitta hann, svo
hann sneri it aftur og sag®i, ad ef hér veeri madur sem
vildi tala vid sig, p4 geeti hann gert pad ni. P4 kom
Audun fram og fleygdi sér fyrir feetur konungi og pa
pekkti konungur hann. Hann t6k i hénd honum og
reisti hann upp og leiddi hann med sér i héllina og inn
ad bordi sinu. Menn hans f6ru ad hlzja og benda 4
Audun, peir voru ekki vanir ad sja skituga betlara i sal
konungsins, en konungur sagdi peim hver pessi madur
veeri og a0 beir voru ekki vanir ad sjd skituga betlara i
sal konungsins, en knungur sagdi peim hver bessi
madur veri og ad peir maettu blygdast sin, pessi madur
hefbi tryggt sal sina betur en nokkur peirra. Og hann 1ét
gera Auduni heitt bad og gaf honum géd f6t og mat
hann meir en 40ur.

SiSar um vorid t6k konungur eftir, ad Audun var
farinn ad 6kyrrast, og hann taladi vid hann og baudst til
ad veita honum héa st60u, gifta honum aubuga konuog
gera hann mikinn mann i Danmérku. En Audun
pakkadi honum og sag¥di, ad hann vildi pad ekki, hann
vildi fara heim til fslands. Konungi p6tti pad mjog
undarleg 6sk.

P4 sagdi Audun: Eg get ekki sest ad sem mikill
madur { Danmérku, pegar médir min gamla verdur ad
betla 4 fslandi. Eg skildi henni eftir ng til a8 lifa af
prju 4r, og mi eru bessi prju 4r lidin, svo ég verd ad
hugsa til fer8ar.

Pad er vel sagt, sag8i konungur, og petta er pad eina
sem gerir mig fsan til ad gefa pér fararleyfi. Eg held a8
pu sért geefumadur. En bt verSur ad biba par til skip
fara til Noregs. Audun pakkadi honum gédvild hans.

Nokkru sidar gekk konungur med ménnum sinum
nidur ad hofminni par sem kaupmenn voru ad bia skip
sin til siglinga til annarra landa, i Austurveg, par sem
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was free to do so now. Authun came forward and threw
himself to the King's feet, and the King recognized him.
He took his hand and raised him up and led him into
the great hall and up to his table. The King’s men
started to laugh and point at Authun, for they were not
used to seeing dirty beggars in the hall of the King. But
the King told them who the man was, and that they
should be ashamed — that this man had saved his soul
better than any of them. He had a warm bath made for
Authun, and gave him good clothes, and held him in
higher esteem than before.

Later in the spring the King noticed that Authun
had become restless, and he spoke to him and offered
to give him a high office, marry him to a rich woman,
and make him a great man in Denmark. Authun
thanked him but said he did not want that; he wanted
to go home to Iceland. The King found this a very
strange wish.

Then Authun said: "I cannot stay as a great man in
Denmark when my old mother must go and beg in
Iceland. I left her enough to sustain herself for three
years, and now the three years are gone, so I must think
of leaving."

"That is well said," replied the King, "and this is the
only thing that can make me gladly accept your leave.
I think you are a man of luck. But you must stay here
until ships can go to Norway."” Authun thanked him for
his kindness.

Some time later the King and his men walked down
to the harbour where the merchants were preparing
their ships for sailing to other countries — to the
Eastway (what we now call Russia), to England, to
Saxland (that is Germany), to Sweden and to Norway,
as there was no war anymore between the countries.
King Svein drew Authun’s attention to a beautiful ship
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ni er Rissland, til Englands, til Saxlands, pad er
pyskaland, til Svipjodar og Noregs, par sem ekki var
lengur stri® milli landanna. Sveinn konungur benti
Auduni 4 fagurt skip sem dhofnin var ad buia til
siglingar, og var veri® ad bera vérur um bord.
Konungur spurdi hvernig honum litist 4 petta skip.
Auduni leist vel 4 skipid og hann sagdi konungi pad.

P4 sagdi konungur: Eg ztla ad gefa pér petta skip
og launa pér pannig bjorninn. Audun pakkadi honum
hjartanlega.

Nokkrum dégum seinna, pegar skipin voru tilbin,
sagdi konungur vid Audun, ad hann geti lagt tir héfn.
En, sagfi hann, ég hef heyrt ad { landi pinu séu fiar
go6dar hafnir og margur sjdmaQurinn lati par skip sitt og
jafnvel lifi8. Eg wtla ad gefa bér pessa pyngju med silfri,
bjargir pi henni pétt pi brjétir skip pitt, pa 4ttu
eitthvad til ad syna ad pu hafir hitt Svein konung {
Danmérku og feert honum dyra gjof. En pu geetir misst
petta silfur og pa héldu allir ad ég hefdi ekki gefid pér
neitt. Eg zetla pvi ad gefa pér pennan armhring tir gulli,
hann er jafn mikils viri og skipid, og péd attu po
eitthvad til a0 stadfesta sogu pina. En eins vil ég bifja
pig: Gefbu pennan hring ekki 68rum en peim manni,
sem pd metur mikils og sem hefur gert pér mikinn
greida.

Audun pakkadi honum eins vel og hann kunni og
peir skildu vinir. Audun sigldi sidan skipi sinu til
Noregs og til borgar Haralds konungs og nti var hann
rikur madur i pessari borg par sem hann hafdi verid
fataekur 40ur. Hann seldi sumt af vérum sinum, sian
fér hann til Haralds konungs sem pekkti hann strax.

Velkominn, sagdi konungurinn, og sestu nidur og
drekktu med okkur. Hann gerdi pad.
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that was being prepared for sea by the crew, and
merchant goods were being carried aboard. The King
asked what he thought of this ship. Authun knew a
good ship when he saw one, and he told the King so.

Then the King said: "I will give you this ship, and
thus pay you for the bear." Authun thanked him
heartily.

Some days later, when the ship was ready, the King
told Authun that he could set out now.

"But," the King said, "I hear that your country has
few good harbours and many a seaman loses his ship
there, and even his life. I will give you this leather purse
full of silver; if you can save it, although you break your
ship, you will have something to show for having met
King Svein of Denmark and giving him a precious gift.
But you could lose everything! I will therefore give you
this armring of gold — it is worth as much as the ship
— and then you will always have something to verify
your story. But one thing I will ask of you: Give this
ring only to someone who you prize very highly,
someone who has done you a great favour."

Authun thanked him as well as he could, and they
parted as friends. Authun now took his ship to Norway,
and to the town of King Harald, and now he was a rich
man in this town where he had been poor before. He
sold some of his goods, then he went to King Harald,
who recognized him at once.

"You are welcome,” said the King, "sit down and
drink with us.” Authun did so.

Then King Harald asked: "What did King Svein give
you for the animal?”

"He accepted it, sire,"” said Authun.

"That I would have done too,” said the King. "What
else?”

“He gave me silver to go south.”
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Pa spurbi Haraldur konungur: Hvad gaf Sveinn
konungur bér fyrir dyrié?

Hann p4di pad, herra, sagdi Audun. -

Pad hefdi ég gert lika, sagdi konungur. Hvadannad?

Hann gaf mér silfur til sudurgdngu.

Sveinn konungur gefur mérgum manni silfur til
suburgdngu, og hvad fleira?

Hann baud mér ad gera mig mikinn mann, sagdi
Audun.

Pad var vel sagt, og eitthvad fleira?

Hann gaf mér kaupskip med bestu verslujnarvéru,
sagdi Audun. :

Pad var vel gert, en ég hefdi gefid pér pad. Var
eitthvad anna8?

J4, hann gaf mér stéra pyngju med silfri, ef ég skyldi
missa skip mitt.

Pad synir ad hann er mikill madur, sagdi Haraldur
konungur, og pad hef8iég ekki gert. Mér hefSip 6tt nég
ad gefa pér heilt skip. P4 er allt talid, eda er ekki svo?

Hann gaf mér lika pennan gullhring, ef ég missti allt
annad og kaemist 4 land skipreika, og hann bad mig aQ
gefa hann abeins peim, sem vaeri mikilmenni og €g aetti
miki&ad pakka. Og pu ert s& madur, herra, pvi veerir pu
ekki mikill madur, hef8ir pu tekid hvort tveggja, dyr
mitt og lif mitt, en pui lést mig fara i fridi par sem 68rum
leyfdist ekki ad fara. Og Audun gaf Haraldi konungi
hringinn. Konungurinn vard gladur ogp4di hringinn og
gaf Auduni g6dar gjafir 4 moti.

Aubun sigldi pad sama sumar til {slands og fékk
g6da ferd. M6Bir hans vard mjog gléd ad sj4 hann.
Aubun var mikils metinn madur eftir petta, hann
kvantist g68ri konu og var gildur béndi og frd honum
er tt komin.

Og petta var sagan um Audun vestfirska.
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"King Svein gives silver to many a man to go south, and
what else?”

"He offered to make me a great man," said Authun.

"That was well said, and something else?"

"He gave me a merchant-ship with all the best
merchant-goods in it,"” said Authun.

"That was well done, but I would have given you
that. Was there something else?”

"Yes, he gave me a big pouch of silver in case I
should lose my ship.”

"That shows he is a great man," said King Harald,"
and I would not have done that. I would have thought
it was enough to give you a whole ship. I suppose that
was all?"

"He also gave me this golden armring in case I lost
everything else and came ashore shipwrecked. He
asked me only to give it away to someone who was a
great man and who I had much to thank for. And you
are this man, sire, because if you had not been a great
man you would have taken both my animal and my life.
But you let me go in peace where others were not
allowed to go." And Authun gave the ring to King
Harald. The King became very glad at that and accepted
the ring and gave Authun good gifts in return.

Authun sailed that same summer to Iceland, and
had a good voyage. His mother was very glad to see
him, and Authun was held in high esteem from that
time on. He married a good woman and became a good
farmer, and there is known kin from him.

And that was the story of Authun of the Westfjords.
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Hversu Vid Fengum SkAldamjod

Til eru margar sdgur um jétna og menn til forna. Vid
fslandingar héfum alltaf veri@pekktir fyrir ad vera pjod
skdldskapar og skrifta. Eg ta na ad segja fra pvi
hvernig skdldskapurinn kom { heiminn. -

Fyrir 6raléngu, inni i myrkri timans, st6d stri® milli
Asa og annarrar gopjépar, Vana. Likt og i 66rum
stri®um vann enginn i raun og fridur var saminn. til
pess ad tryggja frifinn gengu 61l vitur god pessara
tveggja pj6da ad stéru keri og spyttu i pad.

Peir sameinudu stryk sinn og tr hrdkanum gerdu
peir mann. Nafn hans var Kvasir og hann var vitrastur
i heimi, svo vitur ad ekki var haegt ad spyrja hann um
neitt sem hann ekki gat svarad. Hann for gangandi um
verdldina til ad kenna f61ki pad sem/hann vissi, og par
sem hann vissi allt, gat hann sagt f61ki allt. Og pd kem
hann til tveggja dverga. f verdldinni voru margin
dvergar, peir voru ekki allir g6dir. Pessir tveir voru
breedur og peim var illa vid g68in svo peir t6ku Kvasz
og hjuggu af honum héfudid og létu bl66id renna i tvi
ker og einn ketil. Siflan bléndubu peir pad miklu
hunangi og bjuggu til drykk sem kalladist
skaldamjodur, og hver sem drekkur af honum verdur
annadhvort skild eda visd6msmaour. Pegar godin
komu og spurbu hvad oréi6 hefdi um Kvasi, ségdu
dvergarnir ad hann veeri ddinn og hefdi farist i eigin
visku. Par sem enginn var svo vitur, ad hann geeti spurt
hann um pad sem hann vissi, gat hann ekki losnad vid
pekkingu sina og hiin kafdi ahnn. Pao var vissulega
mjog edlilegur dauddagi fyrir hann, s6gdu peir. Pessum
dvergum var einnig illa vi0 j6tna, og pegar jétunn einn

kom til huisa peirra eitt sinn, b40u peir hann a8 koma
med sér i bat peira Gt ad fiska. Og pegar peir voru
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How We Got The Mead of Poetry

There are many stories about giants and people in
the old days. We in Iceland have always been known
as a people of poetry and writing. Now I will tell you
how poetry came into the world.

Long ago, in the darkness of time, there was war
between the Ases and another godpeople, the Vanis.
Like in other wars nobody won, really, and eventually
they made peace. To secure the peace all the wise gods
of those two nations walked to a big cask and spat into
it. They joined their powers and out of the spit they
created a man. His name was Kvasir, and he was the
wisest in the world, so wise that you could not ask him
anything he could not give an answer to.

He went walking around the world to teach people
what he knew, and as he knew everything, he could tell
people a great deal. And then he met two dwarves.
There were many dwarves in the world; they were all
wise and clever at making things, but they were not all
good. These two were brothers and they hated the gods,
so they took Kvasir and cut his head off, and let the
blood run into two casks and one kettle. Then they
mixed it with lots of honey and made a drink, called the
Mead of Poetry, and everyone who drinks from it
becomes either a poet or a man of great wisdom.

When the gods came asking what had become of
Kvasir, the dwarves said that he was dead and had
perished in his own wisdom. Because there was no one
else as wise as he, Kvasir could not ask about the things
he knew, he could not get rid of his knowledge, and so
ithad choked him. It was really a very natural death for
him, they said.
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komnir langt 1it, hvolfdu peir bitnum og par sem
jotuninn kunni ekki ad synda, drukknadi hann. En Pelr
réttu bétinn vid og bjorgudu sér. En brodir jotunsins,
Suttungur ad nafni, hann reiddist og hann n48i peim og
f6r med b4 langt fré landi i fleedisker svo beir myndu
drukkna, pegar fleedin keemi. Em peir b46u fyrir lifi sinu
og budu honum skildamjédinn. Hann sampy!<k1 pabog
fér heim med m;jdinn. Eftir petta er pessi drykkur
nefndur annaBhvort Suttungamjo8ur eda Skdldamjodur,
Suttungur bj6 inni { stérum klettum { storu fjalli, og
hann Jét déttur sfna, Gunnlodu, geeta mjadarins.

En O8inn komst brétt a8 hvad gerst hafdi i raun og
veru, par sem hann gat s¢3 um allan heim tr sati sinu.
Hann vildi nd pessum drykk handa gofum og
ménnum. Hann dulbjo sig sem verkamann og hann fér
tilbroBur Suttungs sem hét Baugi og drap allaniu preela
hans. Baugi 4tti margt fé og nt haf8i hann engan til ad
sj4 um bad, svo pegar O8inn kom { dulargervi sinu og
baudst til 28 hjalpa honum, vard hann gladur og jatadi
pvi. OBinn vann verk niu manna, og i stadinn bad hann
Bauga ad hjélpa sér ad na drykk af midi brédurins.
Baugi vard a8 gera ba® og p4 kom O8inn med stéran
bor og sagdi honum ad bora gegnum klettana. Hann
reyndi ad veifa O8in { gatinu, en pad var audvitad ekki
heegt, og pegar hann var biinn ad bora gatid { gegn,
breytti gdmn sér isndk og skaust i gegnum gati6. Hann
kom til Gunnladar i liki fri6s ungs manns og svaf hja
henni prjir naetur, og hiin vard svo glod ad hiin leyfdi
honum ad drekka prj sopa af skildamidinuml { fyrsta
sopa drakk hann allt dr 68ru kerinu, i 56rum sopa allt
tr hinu kerinu og { peim sidasta drakk hann hvern
droba tr katlinum, en p4 var hann svo fullur ad hann
hef8i ekki getad beett vid einum dropa p6tt lif legi vid.
Hann breytti sér ni i storan 6rn og flaug af stad
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These dwarfs hated giants too, so when a giant
came to their house once, they asked him to come with
them in their boat and fish. And when they were far out
they rolled the boat over, and as the giant could not
swim he was drowned. But the dwarves righted their
boat and saved themselves. When he heard of this the
giant’s brother, whose name was Suttung, was very
angry. He captured the dwarves and took them far out
to a flood-tide skerry, so that they would be drowned
when the high tide came. But they pleaded for their
lives and offered him the Mead of Poetry. He agreed to
this, and went home with the mead. After that, this
drink was called either the Suttung-Mead or the
Poetry-Mead. Suttung lived inside some big cliffs in a
great mountain, and he made his daughter Gunnloth,
the keeper of this precious mead.

The god Othin soon learned what had really
happened, as he could see all over the world from his
seat. He wanted to get to this drink for gods and men.
He disguised himself as a working man and went to
Suttung’sbrother, whose name was Baugi, and he killed
all his nine slaves. Baugi had many sheep and now he
had no one to tend them, so when Othin came in
disguise and offered to help him, he was glad, and said
yes. Othin did the work of nine, and he asked Baugi to
help him get a drink of his brother’s mead. Baugi had to
agree. Then Othin brought a big drill and told him to
drill through the cliffs. Baugi tried to trap Othin in the
hole, but that was impossible of course. Once he had
drilled the hole through, Othin turned into a snake and
crawled quickly through the hole. He appeared to
Gunnloth as a handsome young man and slept with her
three nights. She was so glad that she allowed him to
take three sips from the Mead of Poetry. In the first sip
he drank everything from one cask, in the second drink
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heimleidis. En nii var Suttungur buinn ad komast ad
pessu 6llu og hann breytti sér i enn steerri 6rn og flytti
sér 4 eftir hinum og par sem O8inn var pungur af
drykknum, dr6 Suttungur hratt 4 hann. Nt kom O8inn
upp ad AsgarSi og Suttungur var ad nd honum, en
golin sau petta og skildu hvad var ad gerast og pau
béru vt alla koppa og kirnur og ker og trog sem pau
4ttu og r68udu peim innan veggja Asgards. Og pegar
Odinn kom yfir garBana, gat hann ekki haldid i sér
lengur svo hann kastadi upp Ollum midinum tr
maganum og godin nddu honum { ilit sin. En par sem
hann var mjog aBprengdur, f6r hluti mjadarins it um
afturendann og dreifdist um heiminn. Sifan gatir
O8inn mjadarins og adeins peir sem hann gefur af
honum verda skéld. En peir menn sem né4 dropum af
pvi sem f6r 1t hina leidina, peir ver8a pad sem vid
nefnum skaldfifl. Peir halda ad peir séu skéld en beir
gera sig adeins ad fifli.
bannig kom skéldskapurinn i heiminn.

How We Got The Mead of Poetry

he took all from the other cask, and in the last one he
drank every drop from the kettle. He was so full that he
could not have taken one tiny drop more to save
his life. He then turned into a big eagle and flew away
homewards.

But now Suttung learned of all this, and changed
into an even bigger eagle and hastened after Othin.
Because Othin was heavy from drinking all the mead,
Suttung gained on him rapidly. As Othin came up to
Asgarth, the home of the gods, Suttung was closing on
him. Below, the gods saw what was happening, and
they carried out every pot and pan and cask they had,
and spread them out inside the walls of Asgarth. When
Othin came over the walls he could not hold himself
any longer, and he threw up all the drink in his
stomach, and the gods caught the mead in what they
had laid out. But as he was very hard pressed, a part of
it came out of his other end and spread over the world.

Since then Othin has been the keeper of the mead,
and only the ones he gives the drink to become poets.
But people who get drops of what went out the other
way become what we call fool-poets; they think they
are poets but they only make fools of themselves.

That is how poetry came into the world.
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Sagan Um Olaf Munn Og Hallgerdi Skessu

Petta er gomul islensk pjédsaga, ein margra um trll
sem &ttu heima i fjoollunum og déu loks Gt vegna
erfidrar lifsbardttu, af ofnemi fyrir sélinni og
6timabzerum dauda karlkynsins.

Pegar ferBast er upp tr byggbum Sudurlands eftir
einni gémlu leidinni yfir hélendi6 til Norburlands,
medfram lengstu 4 islands, er fari® milli tveggja stérra
fjalla nokkru eftir ad kvaddir eru efstu baeir. Par er pad
sem opnast miklir ey8isandar og hraun og flj6t og fjéll
4 leidinni nordur. Fjollin heita Blafell til vinstri og
Buirfell til haegri.

Fyrir 16ngu 4ttu tveer tréllkonur heima par, hvor i
sinu fjalli. Eitt margra orda yfir tréllkonur 4 islensku er
skess. Einu sinni var madur a8 nafni Gissur fra
Laekjarbotnum sem ferfadist ridandi ad norfan og
sudur, ferbalag sem t6k daga. Pegar hann kom 4 milli
fjallanna tveggja, heyrdi hann allt i einu gjallandi rédd
koma tr Birfelli i austri, lnin kalladi yfir dalinn: Systir,
lja&du mér pott! Og 6nnur rodd svaradi vr Blafelli: Hvad
viltu med hann? Og fyrri réddin aftur: Sj¢6a mann,
sjo8a i honum mann! Og st i Bléfelli spurdi: Hver er
hann? Og sii{ Burfelli grenjadi til baka og mi var roddin
ner og mésandi: Gissur 4 Botnum, Gissur &
Lakjarbotnum!

Og pegar Gissur leit upp i fjallid, sd hann stéra
skessu koma hlaupandi ofan grytta hli®ina o 4tt til sin.
Hann sl6 { hest sinn og hann hljép eins og hann komst,
og pegar hann leit aftur, s hann ad hiin dré stodugt 4
hann. Pau peystust nidur dalinn og hann stefndi 4 fyrsta
baeinn par sem var kirkja, pvi ef eitthvad er pad sem
tréllin hata, er pad hljémur kirkjuklukknanna. Og pegar
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The Story of Olaf the Mouth and
Hallgerth the Skessa

This is an old Icelandic folkstory, one of many about
the giants who lived in the mountains and became
extinct because of hardship, aversion to the sun, and
untimely death of the males.

When you travel from the inhabited regions of the
South, by one of the old routes over the highlands to the
North, along the banks of the longest river in Iceland,
you go between two big mountains some time after you
have left the last farms. That is where the big deserts of
sand and lavafields and rivers and mountains open up
on the way north. The mountains are called Blue
Mountain on the left and Cache Mountain on the right.
For a long time there lived two giant sisters there, each
in her mountain. One of many names for a giant woman
in Icelandic is "skessa".

Once there was a man, with the name Gissur from
Brookbottoms, who travelled on horse from the north to
the south, a journey that took many days. When he
came between the two mountains, he suddenly heard a
ringing voice coming from Cache Mountain in the east,
calling over the valley: "Sister, lend me a pot!" And
another voice answered from Blue Mountain: "What do
you want it for?" And the first voice again: "Cook a
man, cook a man in it!" And the one in the Blue
Mountain asked: "Who is that?" And the one in Cache
Mountain yelled back (the voice was nearer now, and
panting}): "Gissur in Bottoms, Gissur in Brookbottoms!"

And when Gissur looked up to the mountain, he
saw a big skessa running down the stony mountainside
towards him. He kicked his horse and it went as fast as
it could run, and when he looked back, he saw that she
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hann n4di kirkjunni, var skessan 4 haelum hans og blés
eins og gjésandi hver, Hann stokk af baki og hljép inn
ikirkjuna og hringdi klukkunni af §1lum maetti. Skessan
snarstansadi vid ldgan steingardinn i kringum litla
kirkjugardinn, sparkadi reidilega i hann med halnum
og braut skard ir honum og sag0i: Stattu aldrei, argur!
Sidan trylltist hiin og hljép beint { austur, yfir haedir og
gegnum &na miklu og hvarf i fjisllunum par. Viku
seinna voru nokkrir menn ad leita kinda i pessum
fjollum og fundu hana dauda i djiipu gili, par sem hiin
haf&i dottid nidur og hdlsbrotid sig.

Systir hennar bj6 dfram i Blafelli en par sem htin var
fridsamari en systir hennar, skipti f61k sér litid af henni.
Hiin var kéllud Hallger8ur. Mérgum &drum seinna
gerQist pal, ad menn i sveit einfii 4 NorSurlandi
rugludust i timanum, og par sem, menn hofdu hvorki
sjénivarp né dtvarp nésima né bl684 pessum tima, urfu
peir sjdlfir ab reikna it manudi og vikur. Petta var sifla
hausts og peir h6f6u miklar shyggjur af pvi ad vita ekki
um jéladag og faedingu frelsara sins.

Peir 4kv4du ad senda mann ad nafni Olafur Mudur
sudur til biskupsins i Skélholti til pess ad f4 nytt timatal.
Olafur fékk sér tvo hesta og nesti til fer8arinnar og lag8i
af stad.

Eftir langa ferd yfir eyfisanda og hranfldka milli
joklanna og fliotanna miklu, vard hann preyttur og
einmana og hann f6r a0 kveda gamlan song ferdamanna
yfir sandana, vi0 syngjum hann stundum enn i dag:

Yfir kaldan eydisandeinn
unt nétt ég sveima.

Nii er horfid NorBurland,
ni 4 ég hvergi heima.
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was gaining on him steadily. They raced down the
valley and he aimed for the first farm where there was
a church — for if there is something giants hate, it is the
sound of the churchbells.

When he reached the church, the skessa was right
behind him, panting like a blowing hotspring. He
jumped off his horse and ran into the church and rang
the bell with all his might. The skessa stopped short at
the low stonewall around the little churchyard, kicked
it angrily with her heel, braking a piece from it, and
said: "Stand you never, damn you!" Then she went
crazy and ran away straight east, over the hills and
through the great river, and disappeared in the
mountains there. A week later some men were looking
for sheep in these mountains and they found her dead
in a deep gorge, where she had fallen down and broken
her neck. _

Her sister stayed on in Blue Mountain, but as she
was more peaceful than her sister and people did not
heed her so much. She was called Hallgerth. Many
years later, it so happened that the people in a district
in the north lost track of time. Because they had no
television or radio or telephone or newspapers in those
days, they themselves had to make out the months and
the weeks. It was late in the Autumn and they were
very much concerned for not knowing the day of
Christmas and the birth of their Saviour. So they
decided to send a man, named Olaf the Mouth, south to
the Bishop in Skalholt to get a new calendar. Olaf took
two horses and food for the journey and set out. After
a long journey through the deserts and the lava fields
between the glaciers and the big rivers, he became tired
and lonesome, and started to sing the old song of the
desert traveller, a song we sometimes sing still:
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Svo kom hann ad lokum ad Bléfelli, par semn hann sd
ofan til Sudurlandsins. Hann reid haegt haegt me-bfram
hlidinni, pegar hann heyrdi eitthvad uppi i fjallinu og
hann s4 stéra skessu sitjandi 4 kletti hdtt uppi { hlid.
Hann stansadi og leit 4 hana og htin horf6i illilega til
baka og sifan sagdi hiin:

Olafur Mudur,

atlarbu sulur?

Raeo ég pér pad, rangkjaftur,
ad pii smiiir heim aftur.
Snyttu pér snitinraftur

og snautadu heim aftur.

En hann hneigdi sig fyrir henni 4 hestinum og sagdoi:

Sitjid pér heilar 4 hdfi,
HallgerBur 4 Bldfelli.

P4 breiddist bros yfir stért andlit skessunnar og alveg
it ad eyrum og hin sagdi med sinni mykstu rodd:

Fdir kvoddu mig svo forBum,
og farBu vel ljtifurinn ljifi!

Pau t6ludu saman um tima og hann sag8i henni af
ferdum sinum og hiin bad hann ad koma vid pegar
hann ridi aftur nordur.

Hann reid siGan afram til Skdlholts og hitti
biskupinn og fékk nytt timatal og hvildist par i nokkra
daga. P4 lag8i hann upp ilanga ferd sina aftur, og pegar
hann kom a0 Bléfelli, stansadi hann par og Hallgerfur
kom ad heilsa honum. Hiin gaf honum gifan mat, lax
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Over the desert’s endless sand
into the lonely night I roam.

I'no longer see my Northern land,
now I've forever lost my home.

At last he came to Blue Mountain, where he could see
down to the southlands. He was riding slowly along
the mountain slopes when he heard something up inthe
mountain. He looked up and saw a big skessa sitting on
a cliff high above. He stopped and gazed at her, and she
looked grimly back and said:

Olaf the Mouth,

are you going south?

1 advise you, uglyhead,

that you go north and stay in bed.

Blow your nose, you twisted worm,

and crawl back where you're coming from.

But he bowed to her sitting on his horse and said:

May you lead a happy life, Hallgerth in the Blue
Mountain.

Then the skessa smiled all over her face, and out to
the ears, and she said with her softest voice:

Few greeted me so well before; and fare you well, my
dearest dear!

They talked for a while and he told her of his
journey, and she asked him to come by when he rode
back north.

He then rode on to Skatholt, saw the Bishop, got a
new calendar, and rested there for a few days. Then he
started on his long journey home. When he came to
Blue Mountain, he stopped there, and Hallgerth came
to greet him. She gave him good food: salmon, and
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og kjot af geesum og hreindfrun og kindum, og pegar
pau kvéddust, rétti hin honum timatal tréll‘an'na, sem
var allt 58ruvisi en hid kristna. Og htin sag6i vid hann:

Eitt get ég sagt pér, sagli hun.

Ef bessi Jestis Mariuson hefdi gert jafn

mikiB fyrir okkur trollin og pi0 segid ad

hann fafi gert fyrir ykkur mennina,

myndum vid ekki gleyma feelingardeginum hans.

Og pau kvéddust sem go6dir vinir og hann hélt afram
og kom heim og sagdi sdguna af skessunni gédu,
Hallgerdi i Blifelli.
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meat from geese and reindeer and sheep. When she said
farewell to him, she handed him the calendar of the
giants, which was quite otherwise to the Christian one,
and she said to him:

I can tell you one thing, she said. If this Jesus, Mary's
son, had done as much for us, the giants, as you say he
did for you humans, we would not forget his birthday.

And they said goodbye to each other as good
friends. Olaf went on home and told the story of the
good skessa: Hallgerth of the Blue Mountain.
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Hversu Til Urdu Lif Og God Og Verdld Og
Menn Og Tréd Mikla

A tima pj6dveldis 4 fslandi, 48ur en vid 4kvadum 4
Alpingi a8 verda kristnir vegna pess ad sui tri var ny og
sterk og morgum po6tti 6radlegt ad berjast gegn pessu
afli ad sunnan, triidum vid 4 marga gubi og lifandi
verur { steinum og trjAm og fjollum og fjornum og dm
og votnum, og néttiru sem var lifandi. Vi vorum pad
sem peir kristnu kdlludu heidingja. Forn trdarbrogd
okkar voru nefnd Asatni. Og einhvers stadar langt inni
i myrkri upphafs timans, svo langt a8 baki, ad f6lk 4tti
erfitt med ad muna, var hin timalausa athdfn
sképunarinnar. Peir einu sem gétu sagt okkur frd henni
voru fjolfr68ar konur. Og { einu hinna fornu heidnu
kvaedam ritubu 4 kalfskinn i litla bok & 13. 61d, talar
volva, sem sédgetur aftur ifortidina, titupphafs timans,
og inn { framtidina, til endimarka timans, og htin segir
okkur fra skopuninni og lifi jotna og gofa og manna,
allt fram il grimmra lokanna i skelfilegu strifi, par sem
Eldjétnar brenna jérdina og hin sekkur i s®, og sifan
hversu han ris 4 ny ur hafinu green og hrein og fégur og
nytt lif hefst med hreinum goSum og nyjum ménnum,
sem ekki hafa saurgast gulli og morSum.

Fyrir upphaf timans var ekkert. P4 var afeins stért
hol, Ginnungagap. { pessu gapi voru aleins nor8ur og
subur, pad var pad eina sem var. Og i nor0ri var
nistingskalt, og vegna kuldans t6k frost ad myndast og
is, en { sudri var heitt og hitabylgjur runnu tir sudrinu til
nordurs, og i midju gapinu meettust peir, isinn og hitinn.
Og bar sem beir meettust, for is frostsins ad brddna fyrir
bylgju hitans, og hann draup.

Drop vatnsins og afl hitans skapadi lif og par
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How Life and The Gods and
The World and The Humans and
The Big Tree Came to Be

In the times of the old republic in Iceland, before we
decided at the Althing, the Parliament of all the people,
to become Christian, because the belief was new and
strong and many thought it unwise to fight against the
power from the south, we believed in many gods and
living beings and stones and trees and mountains and
lakes and rivers and waters, and a nature that was alive.
We were what the Christians called heathens. Our old
religion was called the Asa-belief. And somewhere far
back in the darkness of the beginning of time, so far
back that people had trouble remembering, was the
timeless act of creation. The only ones who could tell us
about this were the wise women. And in one of the old
heathen poems, written down on calfskin in a little book
in the 13th century, a Vélva, a wise woman who could
see into the past, to the beginning of time, and into the
future, to the end of time, tells us about creation and the
lives of giants and gods and men, all the way to the
bitter end in a terrible war, where earth is burned by the
fire giants and sinks into the ocean, and then how she
rises again from the sea, green and pure and beautiful,
and how new life starts with clean gods and a new
people who had not soiled themselves with gold and
killing.

Before the beginning of time there was nothing.
There was one big hole, the Great Gap. The only things
in the Gap were the North and the South, those were
the only things that were. And in the North it was
freezing cold, and because of the cold, frost and ice
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myndadist likami jétuns. Hann hét Ymir og hann var
svo hraustur og sterkur, a8 hann vard frjsamur. Hann
var risavera. Hann féll i svefn og mefan hann svaf
svitnadi hann, og undan vinstri hendi hans uxu kona og
madur og annar fétur hans gat bérn vid hinum
feetinum. Pannig vard til kyn jotna, enpessirjotnar voru
ekki g6dir, petta voru hrimpursar, sem stodugt herja 4
go8 og menn og verdld peirra.

Og af brafnun fissins og bylgjum hitans spratt sidan
kyr, mikil kyr nefnd AShumla, og tr fjérum spenum
hennar runnu fjérar mj6lkir, og Ymir drakk tr 4num.
Kyrin naedist 4 pvi ad sleikja vott saltid af steinunum
par i mifju Ginnungagaps og pa bar undarlegt vid:
Mannsform t6k ad vaxa ir berum steininum. A8 visu
voru hvorki dagar né naetur enn i heiminum, en fyrsta
daginn sem hiin sleikti 6x hir tir steininum. Og 4 68rum
degi kom h6fud upp ir steininum og pad litadist um,
pad var hofud jtuns. Og pridja daginn sleikti kyrin
steininn og heill jotunn var feeddur. Hann drakk af
mj6lkdim Auhumlu. Nafn hans var Biiri og hann var
ekki hrimpurs, og hann fékk konu af jétnakyni og pau
eignudust son ad nafni Borr. Borr fékk sér einnig konu
af j6tnakyni og pau 4ttu brj4 syni er hétu: O8inn, Vili og
Vé. Og braefurnir brir urdu skaparar pess heims sem
vid pekkjum og fyrstu god veraldarinnar. O8inn var
leidtogi goda og manna og gud visku og skaldskapar.

En Ginnungagab var enn og hvorki land né sjér né
himinn, svo breefurnir prir t6ku fyrsta jétuninn mikla,
Ymi, og beir drdpu hann og bl68 hans rann og f168i8
vard svo mikid a0 flestir jotnar drukknudu. BraeGurnir
téku likama Ymis og peir skutu honum inn f mitt
Ginnungagap og beir ger8u jordina tdr holdi hans,
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started to build. But in the South it was hot, and the
heat waves rolled from the South to the North. In the
middle of the Gap, they met, the frost and the heat. And
where they met, the iceforest started to melt before the
heatwave, and it dripped. The dripping of water and
the power of heat built life, and there was formed the
body of a giant. His name was Ymir, and he was so
healthy and strong that he became fertile. He was a
Giant Being. He fell asleep and while sleeping he
sweated. From his left arm pit there grew a woman and
aman, and his one leg begot children with the other leg.
That is how the kin of the giants came to be; but they
were not good giants — they were the frostgiants who
fight gods and men and their world all the time.

And then from the melting of the ice and the waves
of the heat was formed a cow, a big cow called
Audhumla, and from her four teats there ran four
milkrivers, and Ymir drank of the rivers. The cow fed
by licking the wet salt from the stones in the middle of
the Gap. Then a strange thing occurred: a man'’s form
began to rise out of the barren stone. Although there
were no days or nights in the world yet, during
Audhumla’s first day of licking, hair grew out of the
stone. And the second day a head came out of the stone,
and it looked around — it was a giant’s head. On the
third day the cow licked the stone and a whole giant
was born, and he drank from the milkrivers of
Audhumla. His name was Buri, and he was not a
frostgiant. He had a women from the giants and they
had a son with the name of Borr. Borr also had awomen
of giant kin, and they had three sons: Othin, in English
called Wotan, and Vili and Ve.

The three brothers became the creators of the world
as we know it, and the first gods of the world. Othin
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beinin urdu fjoll og klettar og peir gerbu steina ur
ténnum hans og beinum sem brotin voru. Bl66 hans fél1
um &1l 16nd og vard 61l votn 4 jordinni og undir
himninum og hafi6 mikla, sem er heettulegt yfirferdar,
pott fslendingar sigldu yfir pad, til fslands og til
Greaenlands og til landanna sem peir kblludu Vinland og
ni eru kollud Kanada og Nyfundnaland. P& toku
braedurnir kipu hans og peir gerdu himininn tir henni.
Til pess a6 halda henni uppi fengu peir fjéra dverga
sem héldu uppi hornunum fjérum, peir hétu Austri,
Vestri, Nordri og Sudri. Og bree§urnir téku alla neistana
sem komu fljiigandi ur eldi sudursins og kdstudu peim
upp 4 himininn til ad lysa upp jordina. Godin leyfdu
jotnunum ad bida vid hafid, nema hrimpursum, sem
bjugga langt i nordri. Sidan t6ku peir brar Ymis og peir
gerOu garfa um midlendidog nefndu pad Midgard. Peir
téku heila Ymis og fleygbu honum upp i loftid og
bjuggu tilk skyin 4 himninum.

Einn dag voru braedurnir prir ad ganga med strénd
sjdvarins og peir fundu tvé rekatré 4 stréndinni. Peir
toku tré pessi og litu & pau og peir gerdu menn. Hver
peirra gaf par nokkud til, 6nd og lif, visku og hreyfingu,
ttlit og mal og heyrun og sj6n, og peir gafu peim klaedi
og nofn. Og peir nefndu manninn Ask og konuna
Emblu. Og pannig vardmannkyn til. Og peir gafu peim
land innan vid garBana, par sem heitir MidgarQur, og
godin byggdu sér eiginn stad med gérdum i kring og
kélludu Asgard, heim Asa.

Sum god og menn tengdust jétnum og eignudust
bdrn, og eitt pessara barna var kona ad nafni N6tt, hin
var mjog dokk eins og jotnarnir. Hiin dtti prjd menn og
med einum peirra déttur sem hét Jord. Seinasti madur
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was the leader of the gods and of men, and the god of
wisdom and poetry.

But there was still the great Gap, with no land or sea
or sky. So the three brothers took the first great giant,
Ymir, and killed him. His blood ran, and the flood was
so big that most of the giants were drowned. The
brothers took the body of Ymir and threw it into the
middle of the Gap. They created the earth from his
flesh, his bones became mountains and cliffs, and they
made stones from his teeth and broken bones.

Ymir’s blood fell around all the lands, and made all
the waters on earth and under the sky, and the big
ocean, which is dangerous to cross, although the
Icelanders did sail over it, to Iceland and to Greenland
and to the lands they called Vinland, now called
Canada and New-Foundland.

Then the brothers took his skull and they made the
sky out of it. To keep it up they commanded four
dwarves to hold up the four corners; their names were
East, West, North and South. And the brothers took all
the sparks that flew up from the fire in the South and
threw them up into the sky to light up the Earth. The
gods allowed the giants to live by the sea, except the
frostgiants, who lived far up North. Then they took the
brows of Ymir and they made walls around the middle
and called the area Mithgarth. They took Ymir’s brain
and threw it up into the air and made clouds in the sky.

One day the three brothers were walking along the
shore of the ocean and they found two driftwood trees
on the shore. They took these trees and looked at them
and they made humans. Everyone of them gave
something, breath and life, wisdom and movement,
outlook and speech, and hearing and seeing. Then they
gave them clothes and names. And they called the man
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hennar var af go8akyni og hét Dellingur, hann var
hvitur og bjartur sem kyn hans var og me8 honum atti
hiin son sem hét Dagur, hann var liés og fridur sem
fadir hans. O8inn reeddi vid N6tt og son hennar Dag og
fékk peim tvo hesta og tvo vagna og sendi pau upp par
sem pau aka um himininn, N6tt 4 undan i vagni sinum
med svortum hesti 4 n6éttunni og sian kemur Dagur
sonur hennar og ekur hvitum hesti sinum yfir daginn.
Sidan fundu godin systkin tvo sem hétu S61 og Mani og
sendu pau upp 4 himininn ad aka végnum sélar og
maéna. Vid sjdjum ad Sél og Méni stansa aldrei, pau aka
dfram st6dugt, pvi pau eru hraedd vid tvo ilfa, sem
hlaupa eftir peim, annar eftir S6lu og hinn eftir MAna,
Og vid lok timans gleypa ilfarnir pau i orustunni
6gurlegu vid Ragnarok, endalok goda og veraldar.

Og i modjum heimi vex mikid tré, Askur Yggdrasill.
Hann er mestur af 6llum trjdm og bestur um verld alla
og greinar hans breifast 1t yfir alla j6rd. Hann hefur
prjar miklar raetur og peer teygjast vida. Ein rétin er hja
jotnum, ein i pokuheimum og ein er me8 godum. Og
vid hverja r6t er brunnur. Mestur og bestur er
Mimisbrunnur, hjd jotnum. Hans geetir j6tunninn Mimir
og hann er fullur af allri pekkingu og visku veraldar.
Mimir er mjég vitur vegna pess ad hann drekkur af
brunninum 4 hverjum degi. Odinn kom til hans og bad
um einn sopa, pvi hann er st6dugt ad leita sér visku til
pess ad geta bjargad godum og miénnum frd
Ragnarokum. En Mimir vildi ekki veita honum drykk
fyrr en hann gaf honum annad auga sitt, og auga O8ins
liggur enn & botni brunnsins og horfir up. Sifan er
Obinn eineygdur.

Brunnur godanna er mjog heilagur og hann er par
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Ash and the woman Embla. And that is how mankind
came to be. And they gave them the lands inside the
walls called Mithgarth, and the Gods built their own
place with walls around and called it Asgarth, the
Home of the Ases.

Some gods and men married some giants and had
children, and one of those children was a woman
named Night. She was very dark like the giants. She
had three men, and with one of them she had a
daughter named Earth. Her last man was of the gods
and was called Dellingur. He was white and fair like his
kin, and with him she had a son with the name of Day;
he was fair and beautiful like his father. Othin spoke to
Night and her son Day and gave them two horses and
two carts, and sent them up high to drive through the
sky. Night comes first in her cart with a black horse,
followed by her son Day, driving his cart with a white
horse.

Then the Gods found a brother and a sister with the
names Sun and Moon, and they sent them up into the
sky to drive the wagons of the sun and the moon. We
can see that Sun and Moon never stop, they drive on
without ceasing, because they are afraid of two wolves
that run after them, one after Sun and the other after
Moon. And at the end of time the wolves swallow them
in the fierce battle of Ragnarok, the end of the gods and
the world.

In the middle of the world there grows a very big
tree, the Ash Yggdrasil. He is the biggest of all trees,
and the best throughout the world, and his branches
spread over all the earth. He has three great roots and
they stretch far. One root is with the giants, one is in
fogworld, and one is with the gods. And by each root
there is a well. The biggest and the best one is the
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sem bri gofanna frd jordu endar, hiin nefnist Bifrost
en vid kollum hanna regnboga, og pau rida hana 4
hverjum degi. O8inn 4 besta hrossid, Sleipni, hestinn
med 4tta feetur. Par sem pu sérd rautt i Bifrist, pad er
eldur sem heldur jotnunum fré. Par er s4 stabur sem
godin koma saman til dSma. Vipennan brunn stendur
mjog fagurt his og 1r pvi koma prjar fagrar konur af
jotnakyni. Peer eru fjdlvitrar og skapanornir. Ein er
Urdur, hennar er fortidin, Ver8andi, hun raedur niitid,
og Skuld, hiin raefur framtif. Peer rada 6rlégum manna.
Og 4 hverjum degi taka pzer heilagan hvitan aurinn og
paer ausa honum yfir askinn og halda honum lifandi.
Brunnurinn er svo heilagur, ad allt sem fer i vatn hans
verbur hvitt sem inni i eggi. Einn fugl er feeddur i
pessum brunni, svanurinn.

GoSin eru morg, en t6lf god eru voldugust. Odinn
er mikill gud skaldskapar og visku en einnig gud
launré8a og rébagerda. P6r, sonur hans, er mjoég sterkur
med hamar sinn og hann ver god og menn gegn jétnum,
hann tryggir einnig regn og er gédur baendum og
seforum. Baldur er einnig sonur Odins, hann er gud
gasku og fegurdar. Freyr og Freyja systir hans eru god
astar og frjésemi, Freyja ekur vagni sem tveir miklir
kettir draga. Heimdallur er vodur goBanna vid briina
Bifrdst, hann er sonur niu systra sem allar faeddu hann.
Og morg eru 6nnur meiri og minni god.

Einn gufanna er Loki. Hann er mikill brag8arefur
og vinnur mérg g6d verk og hjilpar goSum, en hann
gerir einnig margt illt, og begar Baldur er drepinn med
svikum hans og fer til rikis daufra, verdur heimurinn
meir og meir illur og ad lokum verda god og menn ad
heyja lokaorustuna gegn j6tnum, og pd slongva
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Mimirwell, with the giants. It is guarded by the giant
Mimir, and is filled with all the knowledge and wisdom
of the world. Mimir is very wise because every day he
takes a sip from the well. Othin came to him and asked
for one drink, seeking the wisdom to save the gods and
men from Ragnarok. But Mimir would not grant him a
drink until he gave him one eye. So Othin’s eye is still
lying at the bottom of the well looking up. Since then
Othin is one-eyed.

The well of the gods is very holy and it is where the
bridge of the gods from earth ends. It is called Bifrost,
but we call it rainbow, and they ride over it every day.
Othin has the best horse, Sleipnir, the horse with eight
legs. Where you can see red in Bifrost, that is fire to
keep the giants away. That is the place where the gods
assemble to judge. At this well there stands a very
beautiful house, and from it came three beautiful
women of giant kin. They are wise women and Witches
of Fate. One is Urthur, Who Was, and she is for the past.
Verthandi, Being, is for what is now, and Skuld, Debt,
is for the future. They decide the fate of men. And every
day they take the holy white mud and throw it up at the
Ash to keep him alive. The well is so holy, that
everything that comes into its water becomes as white
as the inside of an egg. One bird is born in this well, the
swan.

There are many gods, but twelve gods are the most
powerful. Othin is the great god of poetry and wisdom,
but also of intrigue and schemes. Thor, his son, is very
strong with his hammer, and he defends gods and men
against the giants; he also gives rain and is good to
farmers and seafarers. Baldur is also Othin’s son, god of
goodness and beauty. Freyr and his sister, Freyja, are
gods of love and fertility; Freyja drives a wagon that is
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eldjétnar eldi yfir jordina og allt ferst i logunum og
brennandi j6r8in sekkur { 6ldurnar. En sidan ris htin ad

nyju vir seenum og g6d g60 med Baldur ad leidtoga snuia
aftur frd dauda og pau hefja allt ad nyju og reisa nytt
folk til ad byggja nytt lif 4 pessari greenu jord undir
bldum himni.

How Life & The Gods & The World & The Humans & Tha Big Tree Cama to Be

drawn by two great cats. Heimdal is the guardian of the
bridge, Bifrost; he is the son of nine sisters who all gave
birth to him. And there are many other greater and
lesser gods.

One of the gods is Loki. He is a great trickster and
can do good things and help the gods, but he also does
many evil things. When Baldur is killed by his deceit
and goes to the Realm of Death, the world becomes
more and more evil, and at the end time, gods and men
have to fight the last battle against the giants. Then the
firegiants throw fire over the earth and everything
perishes in the flames, and the burning earth sinks into
the waves.

But then it rises again from the waters, and the good
gods, with Baldur as the leader, return from Death and
start anew, raising new people to build a new life on
this green Earth under the blue Sky.

41




Galdramennirnir { Vestmannaeyjum

Pegarsvartidaudi geissadi yfir fsland t6ku 4tjan
galdramenn sig saman og gjordu félag med sér. Peir
féru it i Vestmannaeyjar og @tludu par ad verja sig
dau8anum medan bess yrdi audid.

Pegar peir sdu ad séttinni var farid ad létta af
landinu vildu beir vita hvort nokkur madur mundi
lifa. Peir t6ku sig saman um ad senda einn peirra 4
land. Téku peir pann til pess sem hvorki var mestur
né minnstur i iprott peirra. Hann fluttu peir i land
og sdgbu ad ef hann yrdi ei kominn aftur fyrir j6l
mundu pbeir senda honom sendingu sem dreeapi
hann. Petta var snemma 4 j6lafostunni. Madurinn
fér og gekk lengi og kom vida. En hvergi s4 hann
mann; baeirnir st6du opnir og dndud lik ligu 4 vid
og dreif i peim. Loksins kom hann ad einum bz
lokudum. Hann furd 8i sig 4 pvi og ni vaknadi hia
honum von um ad hann mundi finna mann. Hann
bardi ad dyrum og par kom tit ungleg stiilka og frid.
Hann heilsadi henni, en hin hlj6p um héls honum
og grét af gledi yfir pvi adsjd mann; pvi hiin sag8ist
hafa hugsad ad enginn lif8i eftir nema ein hiin bad
hann ad vera hjd sér og hann jatadi pvi. Férupauni
inn og toludu margt samam. Hun spurdi hann
hvadan kemi og hvad hann veri ad fara. Hann
sagdi henni pad og pad med ad hann yrdi ad koma
aftur fyrir j6lin Hin bad hann samt ad vera hja sér
sem lengst. Aumkvadist hann svo yrir hana ad hann
hét henni pvi. Sag6i win honum ad par nzerri veeri
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The Wizards of Vestmannaeyjar

When the Black Death swept Iceland, it is said
that eighteen wizards formed a partnership and
made a pact together. They went out to the
Vestmanna Isles and proposed to stay there, out of
harm’s, way for as long as possible.

When, by their arts, they learned that the plague
was in retreat, they were curious to discover
whether any were left alive on the mainland. To this
end they chose one of their number, who was
neither greatest nor least among them in magic, and
sent him to the mainland. But first they warned him
that if he did not return by Christmas they would
conjure an emissary and send it after him, to kill
him. This was early in Advent.

The wizards’ man now set off on his travels,
walked far, and went to many places; but nowhere
did he come across a living soul. The doors of the
farmhouses stood wide open and dead bodies lay
on every side.

At last, however, he came to a farm where the
door was shut. He wondered at this, and the hope of
finding a fellow man alive awakened in him.

He knocked at the door and it was opened by a
girl, both young and beautiful. He gave her a
greeting and she flung her arms about his neck and
wept tears of joy to see him, for, she said, she had
thought herself the only human left alive. She asked
him to stay there with her, and this he agreed to do.
Then they went inside and talked a great deal. She
asked him whence he came, and whither he was
going. He told her, and said also that hemust return
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enginn madur 4 lifi pvi hin sagdist hafa farid
vikuleid frd sér 4 alla vegu og engan mann fundid.

Nii leid fram undir j6lin og Eyjamadurinn vildi
fara. Stulkan bad hann ad vera og sagdi ad félagar
hans mundu ekki vera svo grimmir ad lita hann
gjalda pess p6 hann dveldi hja sér, einsteedingnum.
Lét hann svo til leidst og nii var kominn adfaradagur
j6la. P4 aetlar hann ad fara hvad sem hiin segi. Huin
sér p4 ad mi duga ei beenir lengur og segir:
"Heldurbu a8 pu komist it { eyjar i kveld? Eda
pykir pér ekki eins gott ad deyja hérna hja mér og
deyja einhverstadar 4 leidinni?" Hann s4 a0 timinn
var nit ordinn of naumur og 4setti sér ni ad vera
kyrr og bida dauda sins.

Leid nu af néttin og var hann mjég daufur, en
stilkan var hin kétasta og spur8i hvort hann sei
hvad Eyjabtdum lifi. Hann sagdi a8 ni vaerupeir
buirnir ad senda sedinguna i land og mundi hin
koma idag. Stilkan settist nti hjd honum 4 riimid
sitt, en hann lag@ist upp i fyrir ofan hana. Hann
saghi ad ni veeri sig farid ad syfja og vaeri pad
adsékn. Sidan sofnadi hann. Shilkan sat 4

-rimstokknum og var einatt ad smévakja hann og
lsta hann segja sér hvar sendingain veeri. En pvi
naer sem hiin kom pvi fastara svaf hann, og seinast
pegar hann sagdi ad sendingin veeri komin i
landareignina sofnadi hann svo hiin gat ei vakid
hann oftar, enda leid p4 ekki 4 longu 48ur hin s4
gufu méraudu koma inn i beeinn.

Gufa pessi leid hagt og heaegt inn ad henni og
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to the Vestmanna Isles by Christmas. She begged
him nevertheless to stay with her as long as possible.
He so pitied her that he promised he would. She
told him that there was none left alive, for she had
travelled a week’s journey in every direction, and
found no one. Christmas drew near, and the
Vestmanna Islander wanted to leave, but the girl
still begged him to stay and said that his comrades
could not be so hard-hearted as to punish him for
kindness to a lonely person like herself. And he
allowed himself to be persuaded.

When Christmas Eve came he intended to leave,
whatever the girl might say. She saw that no prayers
would avail her and said, "Do you suppose you will
be able to reach the islands tonight? Would you
choose rather to die somewhere on the way than
here with me?”

The man saw that the time was indeed too short
and therefore resolved to stay and await death
where he was.

The night went by, and he became very heavy
in spirit. But the girl was as gay as might be and
asked if he could tell what his fellow islanders were
about. He replied that the emissary had now been
sent to the mainland, and that it would arrive
during the day. He lay down on the bed against the
wall and the girl sat beside him.

After a while he said he felt very drowsy, and
that this was the assault. Then he fell asleep.

The girl sat beside him on the bed and from time
to time woke him to ask how far the emissary had
travelled. The nearer it came the heavier was his
sleep. Finally, having told her that the emissary had
reached the boundary of the farm, he fell into a sleep
so profound that the girl was unable to wake him.
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vard par ad mannsmynd. Stilkan spyr hvert hin
atli ad fara. Sendingin segir henni allt sitt erindi og
bad hana fara af riuminu; "pvi ég kemst ekki upp
fyrir big," segir hiin. Stilkan segir ad p4 verdi hin
nokkud til ad vinna. Sendingin spurfu hvad pad
veri. Stulkan segir pad sé pad ad lofa sér a sji
hvad hin geti ordid stér. Sendingin jitar pvi og
verSur nii svo stér ad hin fyllir upp allan beeinn. b4
segir stilkan: "N vil ég sja hvad litil pu getur ordi0.
Sengingin segist geta ordid ad flugu og i pvi bregzt
hiin { fluguliki og setlar mi ad komast undir hendina
4 stilkunni upp i rimid til mannins. En p4 lendir
hiin { saudarlegg sem stilkan hélt 4 og f6r inn i
hann, en stiilkan setti tappa 1 gatid. Lét hiin sifan
legginn med sendingunni i vasa sinn og vekur ni
manninn. Vaknar hann p4 fljétt og undrast mjog yfir
pvi, ad hann lifi enn. Stilkan spyr hann hvar
sendingin sé. Hann segist ekki vita hvad or0id hafi
af henni. Segir pd stilkan ad pad hafi sig lengi
grunadad ekki mundu peir vera miklir galdramenn
iEyjunum. Var8 nti madurinn mjég gladur og nutu
pau badi hétidarinnar med mikilli 4naegju.

En er leid ad nyjéri fér madurinn ad verfa
fdlatur. Stilkanspurdi hvadad honum gengi. Hann
segir ad nd séu peir { Eyjunum ad bia til adra
sendingu, og magna peir hana allir. Hiin 4 ad koma
hér & gamldrsdag og pd mun ei gotto ad for8a mér.
"Stiilkan sagdi ad ekki geeti hin kvidid pvid ad
6reyndu,og skaltu ekki vera hreeddur vid sendingar
Eyjamanna.” Var hiin nid hin kitasta og p6tti honum
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Soon after this she saw a brownish-coloured
cloud enter the house. The cloud moved slowly
towards the bed and assumed the shape of a man.
The girl asked where it was going. The emissary told
her its errand, and bade her move away from the
bed, saying: "For I cannot climb up into it with you
where you are.”

The girl replied that if she was to do what it
asked, then it must do something for her in return.

The emissary asked what it must do.

"Show how big you can be,” answered the girl.

The emissary agreed to do this, and grew to a
size 50 enormous that it filled the whole house.

"Now let me see how small you can be," she said.

The emissary told her that it could turn itself into
a fly, and did so. It then tried to crawl under the
girl’s hand onto the bed to get to the man. But the
girl was holding the leg-bone of a sheep, and the fly
crawled into it, whereupon she quickly plugged the
end. She then put the leg-bone in her pocket and
woke the man. He awakened at once, and wondered
greatly to find himself alive.

The girl asked him where the emissary had got
to, and he replied that he could not tell. Then the
girl said that she had long suspected they were not
such great wizards in the Vestmanna Isles. The man
was now very happy, and they both enjoyed the
Christmas festival with the greatest joy.

When New Year approached, however, the man
became silent again. The girl asked what ailed him,
and he said that now the wizards of the Vestmanna
Isles had made another emissary.

"They have all put spells on it," he said. "It will
come here on New Year’s Eve, and I shall not find it
easy to escape this time."
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pé4 skomm a8 ad bera sig mjog illa. A gamlarsdag
segir hann ad ni sé sendingin komin { land, "og
midar hennifli6tt pvi hiin er 4kaflega mognud.
Stilkan segir ad hann skuli nii ganga (it me6 sér.
Hann gj6rir pad. Gangapau pangadtil pau koma ad
skégarrunn einum. Par nemur hin stadar og kippir
upp nokkrum hrislum. Verur pé fyrir peim hella
ein. Hiinlyftir upp hellunni og er par jarShds undir.

pau ganga nu ofan { jadhisid og er par dimmt
og 6gurlegt. Par ein ljéstyra dauf og logar hiin 4
mannisistru { hauskiipu. Parliggur karl einn heldur
6gurleguririmfleti vid 1j6sid. Augunihonum voru
eins og bl6d og allur var hann 6frynilegur svo
Eyjamanninum pétti nég um. Karlinn segir: "pad
ber eitthvad nyrra vid ad pi ert 4 ferfinni féstra.
Pad er langt sidan ég hef 5é0 pig og hvad 4 ég mi ad
gjora fyrir pig?" Stiilkan segir honum p4 allt um
fer&ir sinar og um manninnn og fyrri sendomgima.
Karlinn bidur hana ad lofa sér a0 sji legginn. Hiin
gjorir pad og verdur pé karlinn allur annar pegar
hann t6k vid leggnum. Velti hann honum 4 allar
lundir fyrir sér og strauk hann allan utan. P4 segir
stilkan: "Hjdlpadu mér nu flj6tt, f6stri, pvi n er
manninn farid ad syfja og pad er merki pess ad
sendingin er senn komin." Karlinn tekur p4 tappann
ur leggnum og kemur pd flugan Gt dr honum.
Karlinn strauk fluguna og klappadi henni og segir:
"Fardu nd og taktu 4 méti 6llum sendingum r
Eyjunum og gleyptu paer!" b4 vard brestur mikill og
fér flugan it og vard pé svo stér ad annar skoltur
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The girl replied that there was no cause to be
worried. "You have nothing to fear from the
emissaries of the Islanders,” she said. She was as gay
as could be, and he felt ashamed to show that he
was afraid.

On New Year’s Eve he told her that the emissary
had crossed to the mainland. "It is moving very fast,”
he said, "for this is an exceptionally powerful one."

The girl bade him come out walking with her,
which he did. They walked until they came to a
thicket. There she stopped and pulled aside some
branches, revealing a flat stone. The girl lifted this
stone, and underneath there was an earth-house,
dark and gloomy inside. There was a dim light
though, burning of human fat in a skull. Beside this
lamp there was a pallet, and on it a man was lying,
fearful to behold: his eyes were blood-red and his
look so fierce that the man from the Isles was afraid.

The one on the pallet said, "There must be
something amiss, my foster-child, for you to be
abroad. It is long since I last saw you, and what can
I do for you now?"

The girl told him about her journeys, of the man
from the Vestmanna Isles, and of the first emissary.
The other bade her show him the leg-bone, which
she did; whereupon he took the bone, turning it
every way and stroking it all over.

"Now you must help me quickly, foster-father,"
said the girl, "for you see the young man is getting
drowsy — a sign that the second emissary is near.”

The other now took the plug from the end of the
leg-bone, and the fly crawled out. Stroking and
patting the fly with his finger, he said, "Go, now.
Meet all emissaries from the Isles, and swallow them

L

up.
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t6k vid himin, en annar vid jordu. Ték hin svo &
moéti Sllum sendingum Ur Eyjunum og var nd
manninum borgid.

Féru pau nii heim aftur tr jar8hisinu og settust
ad 4 ba shilkunnar. Attust pau sidan og jukust og
margfdldudust og uppfylltu jordina.
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There was then a mighty crash, and the fly flew
up and grew so huge that one of its jaws touched the
earth, while the other reached to the sky. In this
manner it went to meet all emissaries from the Isles,
and the young man was saved.

The girl and the young Islander went back to the
farm, where they stayed, becoming man and wife,
and increased their kin, multiplying and filling the
earth.

And of this story I know no more.
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"Horfinn er Fagur Farfi"

Einu sinni var lik grafi 4 nokkru prestsetri og téku
vinnumenn prests groéfina. Hja prestinum var
vinnukona ein ung og 616g. Huin komuit { kirkjugard
pegar langt var komid ad taka gréfina. En i p‘_ri h}’m
kemur til grafarmanna téku peir upp mannsbein eitt;
pad var lerleggur dkaflega stér. Stilkan kemur agua 4
legginn og handleikur hann og segir sidan: Gaman
hefdi verid kyssa penna i lifinu.

"AQ pvi biinu leggur hiin nidur legginn og gengur
burt. Nu lidur dagur ad kvoldi til pess ad almyrkt er
ordid og lkjés voru kveikt, pd saknar prestur békar
nokkurrar er hann hafdi gleymt 1iti 4 altari { kirkjunni
um daginn. Hann bifur mi stilku pessa hina stma
alszkja fyrir sig békina pvi hiin var kunnug ad pviad
hiin var med 61lu 6myrkfaelin. Stilkan tekru vel undir
pad, gengur 1t { kirkjuna, tekur békina 4 altarinu 0g
gengur fram eftir kirkjugo6lfina. Pegar hiin er komin
fram ad kirkjudyrunum sér hlin hvar situr 6gurlega st6r
karlmadur med miki® skegg i krékbekknum ad
norBanverdu; sa yrdir 4 hana og kvad visu bessa:

"Horfinn er fagur farfi,
forvitin, sjédu litinn,
drengur { dauba genginn,
drds, skoda hvarminn ljésa;
hildarpligg voru higgguin
pé hd Qe ég valping 40ur;
kim er & kampi orum,
kysstu, maer, ef pig lystir.”
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"Lost My Lusty Complexion"

Once a burial took place in a country churchyard.
While the grave was being dug, a young and light-
hearted servant-girl of the pastor happened to come by.
At that very moment the gravediggers turned up an
ancient bone. It was a human thigh-bone of unusual
length.

The girl saw the bone, picked it up and handled it,
and said, "It would have been good sport to kiss this
one when he was alive." Then she put the bone down
and went away.

The day passed and darkness fell, so that lamps
were lit in the house. The pastor now wanted a book
that he had left during the day in the church, lying on
the altar. He asked the same servant-girl to fetch it for
him, for he knew that she was quite unafraid of the
dark.

She was very willing to do so, and went out to the
church.

She got the book from the altar and was going back
down the aisle, when she noticed somebody sitting near
the door, on the corner bench on the north side. It was
a gigantic man with a long beard.

The man then spoke these words to her:

Lost my lusty complexion,
Curious maiden, and faded;

A lad whom death has laid lost.
Lady, behold my cold lids.

Hacked asunder my hauberk

Of yore, when 1 fared forth to war.
Grimy my whiskers are grown,
Kiss me, my sweet, if you dare.
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Stilkan 1ét sér ekki bilt vid verda, gengur ad honum og
kyssti hann. Fér hiin svo inn med békina og bar ekki
neitt 4 neinu.

Onnur s6gn er pad ad stilkan hafi ekki 4tt a8 pora
ad kyssa manninn er hann skoradi 4 hana, heldur hafi
komid 4 hana daudans ofbod og hlaubid «it tir kirkjunni,
ordi0 =disgengin og aldrei komid til sjalfrar sin medan
han lifdi. En 6llum ber saman um pad petta hafi 4tt ad
vera leerleggur einhvers stérvaxins fornmanns er kom
ur gréfinni er hin sé { kr6kbekknum og kvad visuna.
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The girl was in no whit dismayed, but went to him
and kissed him. Then she carried the book into the
house and made nothing of the matter.

According to another account, though, when
challenged by the man, she dared not kiss him, but ran
out of the church in horror, and was never the same
afterwards.

All agree, though, that the thigh-bone from the
grave must have belonged to some giant man of ancient
times, the same seen by her in the church, the one who
recited the verse.
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The Glad Raven - The Sad Raven

There are many old songs about the big raven, the
wise bird of the heathens, folk-believe and folk-stories.
It is a very similar bird to the Yukon crow, though in
Europe it is grayish-white and black, and behaves
otherwise. The Icelandic name is Hrafn, but the
common nickname or petname is Krummi. It is a
common man’s name too.

The Glad Raven

Krummi krunkar qiti,

kallar 4 nafna sinn:

"Eg fann hofudaf hruti,

hrygg og geeruskinn.

Komdu ni og kroppadu med mér,
krummi, nafni minn!"

Raven is crowing out there,
calling his Namesake in:

"I found a head of a ram here,

a back and a woolen skin.

Come on now and pick with me,
Raven, my next of kin!"

The Glad Raven — The Sad Raven

The Sad Raven

Krummi svaf i klettagja
kaldri vetrarnéttu 4,
verdur margt ad meini.
Fyrr en dagur fagur rann
fre&id nefid dregur hann
undan stérum steini.

Raven slept in a cliff-crevice,

a freezing winter night there is,
many things can hurt him.

Just before a fair day rose

he pulls out his frozen nose
from under a stone-rim.
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