



























































































































































































































































38. WATERVOLCANO OF OSKURHOLS-HVER
IN REYKJADALS-A (REEKDALERIVER).

After riding two or three miles up the gravelly bed of Reykjadalsd, across and across
the shallow eddies for the sake of avoiding the miry pastures on either hand, we come to one
of these hot springs in the very middle of the river, where it has built itself a little cone of
tufa,—a veritable water-volcano; whose scalding and spirting out-put flows down the heated
rock into the ice-cold stream from the glaciers of Ok.

Up stream, about the middle of the valley, is Reykholt, on a little hill rising in the
midst of flat meadows close to Breida-bolstad, the farm already mentioned of Tongue-Odd,
who was the leading man in the Hvitd valley in the days of Hen-Thérir and Egil
Skallagrimsson.

Later, Reykholt became the home of the famous historian Snorri Sturluson, author of
the Prose Edda and Heimskringla. He lived here from 1205 until his death in 1241, and
here doubtless did most of his literary work.

The place takes its name from the hot springs that ‘‘reek” at the foot of the ‘“holt”; the
largest is called Skrifla, and still used for cooking and washing by the servants of the
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39. REYKHOLT
With the hot springs: Skrifla on the right hand.




































45. GRETTIR'S HUT ON ARNAR-VATN,

From the shore, where even in July the winter snow-drifts lie unmelted under the
crags, we have a wide prospect of mountain scenery. The volcanic Eirfks-jokul is close
at hand, a heaped dome of snow above strange ugly lines of dead cinders, for all the
world like the banks of slag near iron furnaces, but enormous,—Titanic; with a complete
glacier of the most crevassed and tumbled sort, reminding us of old pictures of Rosenlaui,
hanging down one of the combes, and occasional gigantic pinnacles of lava standing
on the slope, as if arrested in a glissade. This is only the outlier of the vast region of
snowy volcanic mountains from Ball-jokul far stretching south-eastward. Over the heath
to the north we can see the top of the Vididal mountains and Jorundar-fell, thirty-five
miles distant as the crow flies; these ranges showing quite another kind of formation
and guarding in their beautiful valleys many a saga-site we have yet to visit. Down
the course of the rivers flowing westward we hardly perceive the great Hvita valley, for
we are on the table land at its head: but we can just make out, faint upon the horizon,
thin filmy edges of the Skessu-horn and Hafnar-fell of Borg.
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48. KVELDULFS-HEAD.


















We can stand on Egil’s Borg and see in the sunset to northward, above wide rolling
grass land, a long range of peaks from Eiriks-jokul and Baula to Snafell fifty miles
over the bay. To the south, close at hand, rises Hafnar-fjall, steep and scarred, above
the blue fjord and rocky Borgarnes. At our feet, in its rich green meadows, lies the
historical homestead, still partly built of oak-beams carved and moulded in the ancient
times.

s1. KJARTAN'S GRAVE.

In the churchyard is the grave of Kjartan, so named by an ancient tradition confirmed
by the Runic stone that lies on it, the only one in Iceland: bearing words carved by
some medizval hand, HIAR HVILAR HALUR KIARTAN OLAFSSON (the last
two words in bind-runes, contracted)—‘‘Here sleeps the hero, Kjartan, son of Olaf.”
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s2. THE JORKUL FROM KAMBS-SKARTH,



























59. KAMB: RUINS OF BJORN’S HOUSE.

Baltic, and became famous. He wandered home at last, and the intrigue began again.
The injured husband called in sorcery to his aid, and got a witch to raise such a storm
that Bjorn was weatherbound on the pass and forced to shelter for three days in a cave,
still called by his name, on the hill to the left abeve his leap. It is a cavern almost
divided into two chambers, 20 or 23 feet high to the roof, with an entrance 5 feet high
and g feet broad, and the remains of a fireplace in the middle of the floor.

Over this pass, and down to his home on the other side he was once pursued by
Snorri the Priest and a troop of horsemen. They thought to surprise him, and found
him at wheelwright’s work, alone, with only a knife in his hand. He seized Snorri, held
the knife-point to his breast, demanding truce, and promised to withhold himself for ever
from Frdédé; a promise he kept.

He left his home, and no one knew what had become of him: but years after, in
some distant country of the west, an Icelander met a great chief of a strange folk, who
asked many questions about home; and while denying his name, sent a ring to Thurid
with the message that he who sent it was a greater friend to the mistress of Frod4 than
to the Priest of Helgafell.
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60, SNAFELLSJOKUL FROM OXL,

































62. TROLL-KARL. ‘



64. GRUNDAR-FOSS,



65. KIRKJUFELL AND STOD FROM GRUNDARFJORD.

All sailors on these coasts know the Sikurtopp or Sugarloaf, as a landward signal,
and Stod, ‘‘the Coffin,” long, flat summited and symmetrical, standing out in front
of a mass of mountain forms; Helgrindur (Hell gates) the uncomplimentary title
of a group of lofty peaks distinctly and picturesquely Alpine in character to the
west of Grundarfjord, and M&n, the Mane, a crested ridge rising on the east of the fjord, and
buttressing the central mass on which Trollkarl stands. The sugar-top is locally known as
Kirkjufell (Kirkfell) so called even in heathen times from its shape; the vikings knew churches
though they might not worship in them. It is less like a gable when seen from the farm of

Grundarfjord, but even so a striking feature, hewn out of level trap-beds and seeming hardly
accessible.

Whether this fine loch was the Kirkjufjord of Landnidma we must leave to scholars.
Its lovely foss and varied scenery—though not mentioned in saga, must have been familiar
to the actors in the drama of Eyrbyggja; for all the eastern shore is in the land of Eyr,
where lived the Ere-dwellers themselves, under their chieftain Steinthdr, ‘‘the third best
man-at-arms of Iceland.”
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67. HRAUNS-FJORD (LAVA-FIRTH).

































74. VIGRAFJORD FROM THE ¢“OXBRENTS.”






75. WHERE THOROLF MOST-BEARD'S HIGH-SEAT PILLARS LANDED:

On the north side of the Hofsvog is Hof-stadir, Temple-steads, the home of Thordlf
Most-beard from Norway, first settler of this part of Iceland. He arrived A.D. 884 and like
other adventurers threw overboard his high seat pillars, carven with Thor's image, to drift
ashore and guide him to his destined home. The exact spot where they landed is traditionally
pointed out, and shown in our sketch: it could hardly be far away from this, because Thérdlf’s
oath was to build a temple to his god at the place his god showed him.

Close by stands the present farm on the site of the ancient hall. There are no ruins, as
elsewhere, of a temple, though this was the most important of all Icelandic temples ; its apse
and altar, the images of the gods and the ceremonies of worship are described at length
in “The Ere-dwellers.” The late Sigurd Vigfiisson, brother of the Oxford Icelander, thought
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that a low stone and turf wall, shown in plate 76, was part of the temple garth and that
the actual site of the building had been carried away by the encroachment of the sea on the
low shore. But this would give a mean and unsuitable position for so great a place; exposed
to surf at high tides, and (even allowing for the encroachment at the greatest possible rate)
so close to the water’s edge as to allow of no approach from that side.

In 1896 the farmer rebuilt his house, and discovered, on the side of it shown in this
picture, charcoal and great stones as of a foundation for some wall much more important in
its structure than a tingarth or any ordinary farm buildings. The part of the tin or home-
field seen in this sketch to right of the farm, between it and the distant top of Helgafell, is
known as Kirkju-flot, Kirk-field.

76. HOF-STADIR FROM THE -SHORE; LOW TIDE,
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78. DRITSKER.















80. THE CHURCH, ETC. FROM THE SIDE OF HELGAFELL.









There is however a small stone circle about 100 yards due east of the altar, on the
point of a ness called Litli Tangi (Little Tongue). Four ruins of booths lie between the
stone and the circle, and the sea has somewhat encroached upon the shore. This circle
is thought in the neighbourhood to be an old fold: but it is hardly the place to drive
sheep into: and the ‘old fold” theory, as in so many other cases, need not be given
much weight. We suggest that this was the Doom Ring, like the Logrétta at the
Althing, where the Council sat retired, out of hearing of the crowd.

83. BOOTH-RUINS AND CIRCLE ON LITLI TANGI, THORSNESS-THING.
(The figure in the distance stands by the Altar stone).

97



84. THORSNESSTHING FROM THINGVALLA-BORG.
(Halftide.)

By climbing a ridged promontory to the north of this we get a general bird’s eye
view of the whole site from a spot named Thingvalla-borg. Helgafell rises in the distance
to the right, Vigrafjord runs to the left beneath the mountains of Alptafjord. The ruins
of a stone building are seen in the foreground,—the ‘‘borg”—not named in the sagas and
unexplained in any tradition.

Beneath are the three nesses of the Thingstead: the farthest is Litli Tangi with the
Circle and Stone of Sacrifice: the nearest is Thingvalla-tangi on which was the Thing-
brekka, or hillside for the general meeting, with two ruins of booths upon it. At the head
of the little voe which separates this from the next, Hisa-tangi, is the modern farm. On
Hisa-tangi are a great many ruins, the largest booth measuring 44 feet in length and
12 in width inside the walls, which are 8 feet in thickness. A smaller apartment, an
outhouse or ‘“‘afbdd”, is seen adjoining the greater hall, which suggests that this may
be actually Olaf Peacock’s booth, of which the story is told in Kormak’s saga as follows.
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8s. ALPTA-FJORD FROM HELGAFELL.

From Thingvallaborg, or from Helgafell, we can see Vigrafjord (Sword-firth) cutting
off Thorsnes from the mainland, and running through the middle of the picture. At
right angles with this loch is another, called Alptafjord (Swanfirth) as being a favourite
resort of the wild swans which are so plentiful in some parts of Iceland, and so fine an
ornament to the dark still waters of the sheltered arms of the sea. Alptafjord is surrounded
with steep mountain sides: to the left hand is Narfeyrarfjall, to the right is Ulfarsfell :
and at the back the snowy central chain of the root of Snzfellsnes.

In Narfeyrar-fjall (the fell of Narfi's ere or promontory) among enormous crags which
stand upon a pedestal or plinth of lofty and steep green banks, falling without a break
into the loch, is a gloomy recess, walled in by pinnacles and battlements of rock, and
thresholded by a little lap of grassy Alp, high up above the sea level. This romantic
site was chosen by Geirrid, the sister of the chief of Narfeyri (the Eyr of Alptafjord)
when he offered her land to settle on. She is said to have built her house across the
path, like the widow of Asmund near Budir, to compel wayfarers to accept hospitality ; a story
which seems to be a confusion with the other and better authenticated instance of a very
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natural motive in a land where hospitality is still the rule, and in an age when all news-
telling, shopping, and such like diversions were only possible, except in the case of the
greatest houses, by attracting travellers and traders. We think it unlikely in this instance,
because the remains of the house are far above the natural and necessary line of road.
It looks rather like a sater or chilet, not the chief homestead: and the name Borgardal,
the same as our Borrowdale (the medieval Borcheredale) is derived from the name of one
of the rock-ridges, called Borg merely from a fancied resemblance to a castle.

Her son Thérdlf found the estate too small for his ambition, he challenged Ulfar,
his neighbour on the opposite bank of the fjord, for his lands or his life; and slew him,
but received a wound in his leg which made him halt ever after; whence he was called

Bagifét, Haltfoot.

86. BORGAR-DAL.
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Vigrafjord, Helgafell, Thorsness-thing, Breidifjord and Barda-strand.

87. RUINS OF THOROLF HALTFOOT'S HOUSE,
AT HVAMM IN THORSARDAL (THOR'S RIVER DALE)

“Now he set up house at Hvamm in Thorsirdal. He took to himself the land after
Ulfar, and was the most wrongful of men. He sold land to the freedmen of Thorbrand
of Alptafjord (Snorri's foster—father)—'[.'l'lfar’s-fell to Ulfar and Orlygstead to Orlyg.” His
son was Arnkel, the good chief of Bdlstad (Bowstead) in Alptafjord, and one of his
daughters was Geirrid the witch of Mewlithe. His life was one of continued ill-doing,
and when he died they ‘‘buried him in howe sfromgly,”—the cairn is still seen up the
valley to the right of Ulfarsfell. But he “walked” in spite of being strongly shut in
under his tombstones; he maddened cattle and slew men; even the very fowls of the air
that settled on his howe fell down dead. He rode the roof and scared his widow to death:
and so it went on until the whole valley was deserted (as it is to this day).
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Then, after Arnkel’s death, Thérdlf walked again, worse than ever, so that Bdlstad
also was deserted (as it still remains). They dug him up ence more; ‘““he was even yet
unrotten, and as like to a fiend as could be, blue as hell and as big as a neat,” and so
heavy that they could not stir him until they got beams for levers. In the end they burned
the body to ashes which they cast into the sea, thinking they had finished the business:
for it must be remembered that these hauntings were not ‘‘ghosts”, but the actual corpse
reanimated—so it was always believed—by an evil spirit. The grave was built strong to
keep the corpse down: the wall was built around to keep it in—hence perhaps the general
custom of grave circles; water could not be crossed by it, if it could not be forded by
living man on foot—hence the later belief about ‘‘ghosts” and witches, as in Tam o’Shanter.
And the terror of the dead to an Icelander was not the mere scare of an apparition, but
the real dread of a real foe, superhuman in strength and unnaturally malign. But when
this corpse of Thérélf’s was destroyed the evil spirit was not done with; for a cow licked
up some of the ashes and bore a bull calf into which the influence entered—so that it became
the enormous devil-bull Glossy, the terror of the dale, which after killing its master leapt
into a bog-hole at the head of the loch, and was never seen again.

89. ORLYGS-STADIR.
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go. ELLIDA-EY.
Pilot-boat going home in half a gale.

Off Stykkishélm lies Ellida-ey, named like several other sites from the famous ship
Ellidi, and mentioned more than once in sagas. When Eric the Red set forth on the
voyage in which he found Greenland (a.p. 986) his friends Eyjoélf and Styr of the Berserks’
lava sailed with him to set him on the way ‘‘each in his own skiff as far as past Ellida-ey.”
From this the steamer goes in three or four hours to Flatey, site of a monastery established
there in 1172 and transferred to Helgafell in 1184. It is as its name implies, low lying,
like most islands in Breidifjord, with a neat and flourishing village and church, but little
picturesque interest; except that the shores of the great bay, in sight around, are
mountainous and precipitous, and show an endless succession of snowy crags and deep
inlets, forming the coast of Barda-strand.
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93. HAUKADAL IN DYRAFJORD.



94. THINGEYRI IN DYRAFJORD.





















Along this inhospitable coast live the least known and most forlorn of Icelanders.
They are cut off from communication with the rest of the world for a great part of the
year. They have to wait for weeks or months in winter before they can get to church
to be baptized or married, or to bury their dead. Once, the story goes, they left a coffin
in the snow, being overtaken by a storm on their way to church. All the winter they
~ had to leave it there. When spring came, the melting of the snowdrifts at last uncovered
the body, and the funeral so strangely interrupted could be accomplished. Many a
tourist has passed the Hornstrandir on his steamboat voyage; but very few strangers have
ever set foot on the coast or made the acquaintance of its people, the most primitive
of all the inhabitants of Iceland.

97. HORNSTRANDIR FROM HUNAFLOL
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IX. THE DALES:

WHERE GUDRUN LIVED AND KJARTAN DIED.

After our excursion to the fjords of the north-west let us return to Thors-nes and
take up the land journey where we left it—going from Alptafjord through the Dalir (Dales)
famous in the great Laxdzla and many another saga.

These dales are to Snafellsnes what the Border dales are to Scafell and Skiddaw:
and like the valleys of Esk and Eden which radiate from Solway, these radiate from
Hvamms-fjord. Only everything is on a somewhat larger scale. If we may put it so,
Hvamms-fjord resembles a top boot, laid down, with its heel to the East and its toe to
the North. The top of the boot is marked off by the islands of Brokey and Oxney and
the twin peaks of Dimunar-klakkar, which with their satellites almost close the mouth of the
fjord: but east of the line there is an almost unbroken sheet of water of nearly twenty
miles from the top to the heel—and over twelve miles from the back of the heel to the
tip of the toe—forming a great landlocked salt lake.

Dfmunar-klakkar. Dogurdar-nes.
99. HVAMMS-FJORD AND ITS ISLANDS.
From Skégar-strond (Shaw-strand).
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From the point of the heel at Sndksdal three great valleys radiate, Horda-dal, Middal,
and Haukadal. North of the last and opening into the instep of the boot is the great
Laxar-dal. Into the toe of the boot run the rivers Lji (Lea), Faskrids-4 and Glerd,—
and the streams of Svinadal (Swindale), Salingsdal (from szling, rich man) and
Hvamm. All these dales—good grass land and once rich with woods—resemble the
dales of the Scottish border not only in scenery, but in the fact that they are haunted
with the tradition of a tragic love-story.

Horda-dal, the dale of Queen Aud’s man, Hord,—is a fine valley with snowy mountains
at its head—and on one of its slopes a rock where eagles build, isolated like the Pillar
of Ennerdale. Once, the local legend runs, the eagle from this eyrie carried off a child
from the farm below. The mother ran wildly over the moor and up the screes only to
fall dead at the foot of the pinnacle she could not climb—thenceforth called Trega-stein,
the Stone of Sorrow. At the valley’s head is Tunga, where lived Thorgils, son of Halla,
a busy, pretentious man who plays some part in the story of Gudrin.

roo. TUNGA IN HORDA-DAL.

116



W5 Ctidigures &

Dimunar-Klakkar. Leidhélm, Ddgurdar-nes.
101. HVAMMSFJORD FROM SAUDAFELL.

Near the mouth of Midd (mid-water) where the river wanders among marshy flats,
is Leidhdlm, a firm piece of ground known of old as a place of combat. It was here that
Kormak, the young singer, fought his first duel with the hardened champion Bersi who
had carried off his ladylove.

From Leidhélm in the distance Saudafell is seen, a rounded hill on whose side is
the settlement first given by Queen Aud to her freedman Erp, said to be the son of
Earl Meldun of Scotland. Thérdlf ‘“Rednose” (who comes into Laxdala saga) afterwards
lived there: still later it was the seat of Sturla Sighvatsson, nephew of the historian
Snorri Sturluson. It had no importance in the heroic age, but in medieval times was
the scene of incidents in civil war. The present owner, when we were there, had recently
been digging foundations for a house, and had come upon a large cellar and drains of
good solid masonry, showing how much more complete and elaborate were the early
dwellings than the rude farm houses of the degenerate nineteenth century.
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102. BAULA FROM SAUDAFELL.

The view from Saudafell looking southward embraces the upper reaches of the Mida
valley, which breaks into two branches. Sokkdlfsdal is to the left, the home of another
of Queen Aud’s men, and afterwards haunted by Grettir the Strong in his outlaw days.
Here Thérodd, son of Snorri the priest, came to fight him. Grettir drew no weapon,
but only warded off his strokes with a shield; and when he was tired out, caught him
and set him down to be scolded like a naughty child, and then sent him home to his father.

Hundadal on the right hand was the scene of a warlock’s death, over whose head
they threw a bag, as in the killing of Katla the witch, so that he might not avert his
end by the evil eye. But there was a hole in the bag, and where his glance shot out,
the hillside was blasted,—as it is, says the popular tradition, to this day: a tradition not
borne out by facts; for the people of the place assured us there was no better pasture
than the slopes of Hundadal.

The peak in the distance is Baula, which we have already seen from the south. It
is a three sided cone of great steepness made more difficult on account of the looseness
of the scree-slopes which are the only lines of access, and afford no safe foothold. It
has, however, been often climbed.
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103. VATNSHORN IN HAUKADAL.

From Saudafell across Hvammsfjord are seen the twin peaks of Dimunarklakkar, a
name, like Store Dimon in the Faroes and Stéri Dimon near Eyjafell, brought from
Ireland, and usually thought to be Irish Latin,—guasi Di-mons, double mountain. Under
their shelter Eric the Red hid his ship before sailing about 985 A.D. on the voyage
in which he discovered Greenland. He had lived in this valley of Haukadal, where the
ruins of his house are still shown, a little farther up the valley than Vatnshorn. The
site has been lately dug and described by Thorstein Erlingsson; but compared with other
ancient halls it is not very extensive, nor are the surroundings picturesque. Eric was a
settler from Norway, a somewhat unquiet neighbour, whose feuds and manslayings caused
him to be twice outlawed, the second time at the Thorsness-thing in spite of the support
of his friend Styr, a kindred spirit. He had heard of one Gunnbjérn who had been
driven westward over-seas and had found land: and so he resolved to seek the unknown
shore, and never to return unless he found it. In three years he came back with the
news that he had found and settled a new country, and, says the Book of Flatey, ‘“‘he
called it Greenland, for it would make men’s minds eager to go there if it had a fine
name.” It seems he not only discovered America—Greenland being part of it—first of
any white man, but along with it the art of advertising.
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Harrastadir. The mountains of Hoérdadal. Hvammsfjord.

104. RUINS OF HRUTS HALL AND TUN-GARTH AT HRUTSSTADIR,

Readers of the story of Burnt Njil remember Hrut, who saw ‘‘ thief's eyes” in the head
of his niece, Hoskuld’s pretty daughter, Hallgerd. Though so much of the action of Njdla
passes in the south, this part belongs to the dales. Here was Hrit’s house, where now is a
mound of green ruin, and a tumbled field broken into heaps by the frost of many winters,
surrounded by an ancient garth. It stands above the flat shore of Hvammsfjord, in view of
the openings of Haukadal and Middal and Hordadal, finely placed for outlook, and for the
needs of a pastoral farmer. The land was given him by his brother Héskuld, says Laxdzla
saga: ‘‘ Hriit moved house and lived at the place now called Hritsstadir till his old age.”
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ro5. TROLLASKEID: RUINS OF HRUTS TEMPLE.

“ He had a temple in his meadow, and there are traces of it : it is now called Trollaskeid
(Giants’ ground), The public way runs past it now.” What was true in the early part of
the 13th century, when the saga was written, is true at the end of the nineteenth. The traces
of the temple are visible, lately dug into and identified : and beyond is the flat promontory
of Kambsnes, so called from the incident that Queen Aud, in her voyage from Bjarnarhéfn
hither, in search of a home, landed to ‘‘prospect,” and lost her comb, which none of her
party could find.
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107. THE TUN-BREKKA OF HOSKULDS-STADIR.

In Laxdzla we read of Hoskuld’s parentage from Koll, a viking from Ireland or the
Hebrides (Coll, in Gaelic, is ‘“hazel,” and Colla an Irish name), afterwards known as Koll
of the dales, and from one of the granddaughters of Queen Aud. We are told how he
bought a beautiful dumb girl in Denmark from a slave dealer and took her home to his stead
in Laxardal. ‘“One morning Hoskuld was going out to look over his farm ; the weather
was good ; the sun shone and was not risen high in the sky. He heard talking ; he went
toward the place where a brook ran round the brow of the meadow (tin-brekka).” There he
saw two whom he knew, the bondwoman and her baby Olaf. He discovered that she was
not dumb, for she was talking to her child. Then Hoskuld went to them and asked her
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109. HJARDARHOLT. LOOKING DOWN THE VALLEY.



Dénustada-hmik.
Svarfhél Kjaftshélar.

rto. LAXARDAL, LOOKING UP THE VALLEY FROM HJARDARHOLT.

Svarfhéls-hmikar.
Thréndargil.

Leiddlfsstadir.










112. LJARSKOGAR: THORSTEIN KUGGASON'S ANVIL AND SLAG-HEAP,

This is said to have been in 1018, by which time Christianity was established, and
the temple, of which the ruins are plainly seen, 46 by 48 feet, was deserted. Thorstein’s
smithy is on the other side of the house, with the great stone he is said to have used
for anvil, and the heap of slag from his bloomery or smelting furnace, which is exactly
like the ancient bloomeries in Furness, with slag to all appearance identical.
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113. REMAINS OF CHURCH AND CHURCH-BRIDGE, LJARSKOGAR.

The remains of Thorstein’s church are there also, and a long mound—ruins of the
Kirkju-brd (‘“‘church bridge” 282 feet long), reaching from it to the house, which no
doubt stands on the site of the ancient hall. The ground between church and house is,
as it always must have been, good meadow or #im. Thorstein could have walked to
church like any other Christian, one thinks in surveying the site: why should he have
built a bridge? Was it, perhaps,—seeing so many ancient bridges were covered,—merely
a covered way or gallery? And if so lightly built that the vibration of a footstep set its
bells a-ringing, how comes there to be so marked a mound of ruins?
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114. HVAMM IN HVAMMSSVEIT.



115. LAUGAR (BATHSTEAD).









1y SALINGS-DAL.

Up this valley, which is a highland glen in every detail, Bolli had a mountain farm, a
szter, to which he went in summer. There were two small huts, one for sleeping and one
for a ““ bower” or storehouse. The glen was then thickly wooded, and when his death was
resolved upon in revenge for Kjartan’s, his enemies had no difficulty in coming upon him
unawares : riding, nine men, with Thorgerd the mistress of Herdholt, through the cover of
the foliage until the sound of their approach surprised Bolli and Gudrin. They were alone
at the cottage : the servants had gone to their shepherding tasks on the hillside. He bade
Gudrin out of the place, for it would be no game of play, he knew : and she, who had no
great love for him, though this deed was not of her planning, went to wash linen in the
brook. The fight was furious, one against nine, and she all but looked on. When it was
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119. DRIFANDA-GIL IN SVINADAL.









Valafall to left hand: Tjaldanes, Hvol, Brekka: Bersi’s Altar-stone.

121. LOOKING DOWN THE VALLEY FROM BESSA-TUNGA:

Down the valley to the left is Hvitadal, a branch of the main valley of Saurbz
with its farm on a tongue of land near a fine cascade in a ravine. Here Kjartan came
on his last ride, to fulfil an errand of good nature for an old woman who had asked him
to fetch some cloth that was owing to her; and on getting his promise and finding out
his plans she told the Bathstead folk, and so enabled them to lie in wait for him.

Nearer, on the right, is Brekka, on a steep moraine bank over the river; the property
of Bersi’s wife Thordis, married after Steingerd’s divorce. On the same side in the distance
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122. HVOL.

is Hvol which in this sketch is given as it appears from Hvitadal, under enormous cliffs
of trap rock. This place may have been the Miili, mentioned in Kormak’s saga as the
rendezvous of the Saurbz folk after their raid into Midfjord to carry off Steingerd, and
the scene of Kormak’s altercation with Bersi when the arrangements for the famous
holmgang were made. MGobius, the recent editor of Kormak (1886) thinks that Hvol is the
Valastadir of the saga, and that the ancient Muiili is the modern Nedri Muili.

Farther still, and out on the seashore, is Tjalda-nes with the Orrustu-hélmi (orrest,
or fight holm) where Bersi killed Steingerd’s brother Thorkel the Toothgnasher.
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123. OLAFSDAL.

From Hvol the path turns round the crags to the right, and takes us up Gilsfjord,
a fine narrow loch with varied banks running right into the heart of the mountain chain
which forms the backbone of the country, and though nearly cut through by Gilsfjord
and Bitrufjord, joins the ‘‘duck’s head” to the mainland of Iceland. Our stopping place
was the fine modern house which now forms a technical school of agriculture at Olafsdal,
accommodating some forty students. The place though to-day showing what energy and
method can do for the soil, is one of the oldest of sites; for a Landndms-man settled on
the green hillock to the left of the present building, and gave his name to this picturesque
valley.
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The main highway between Hritafjord and the west, though longer and more difficult
passes are practicable, is across the isthmus from Gilsfjord to Bitra. On the map it looks
like a mere ride of five miles—and one expects that such an isthmus would turn out to be a
well-marked depression, with an easy ‘‘col” of no great height, dividing sea from sea. Butin
fact it is a lofty range of precipitous mountains which at first sight look utterly inaccessible.
Above the head of the fjord the farm of Kleifar (like Claife at Windermere—** cliffs ) is
perched under an amphitheatre of huge cliffs, down which comes a great waterfall, Gullfoss
(Goldforce—not to be confounded with the Gullfoss known to tourists beyond the Geysir).
A narrow track zigzags up the cliffs, ingeniously winding from cranny to cranny until it
reaches a rugged table land from which, in fine weather, a noble prospect must be seen.
We passed it in rain and fog, and nothing more bewildering and impressive could be
conceived. The gradual rise to the height of the fall—the continued climb above it, until

12z5. THE GULLFOSS OF KLEIFAR.
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what had seemed an enormous cataract dwindled into a tiny spout beneath our feet ; the
plunge into thick darkness of the cloud, winding round the looming rocks, crossing sudden
tracks of snow, fording torrents icy cold that roar over endless wastes of shattered stones,
threading the way through trackless bogs of black peat to the cairn that marks the highest
point—and then the long downward ride, jolting over the rugged path until the cloud
thinned, and parted, and broke, revealing a gloomy glen with vast sides of ruin converging
to its thundering gorge. It has hardly been suggested in writing—unless. in the fancied
terrors of the passage beyond the Uttermost House in the ¢ Glittering Plain " of William
Morris. One realized what folk meant once when they talked of the horror of the hills—the
words we often smile at nowadays, with our engineered highway, and hotel in the
foreground. Here we saw travelling as it used to be; and it was a wet and weary couple
that came down the pass that afternoon to receive the hospitality of Snartartunga and
Ospakseyri.

Thambardal on the left: Ospaks-eyri on the right,

126. BITRA.
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127. MIDFJORD AND HRUTA-FJORD.

Rather more than halfway down Hrutafjord it was old use and wont to cross the
water in a boat, so making a pretty straight line between Hvammsfjord through Laxardal
and over the heath, towards the Dales of the north country. A lively scene in the saga
describes Kormak’s chase after Bersi and his lost love Steingerd: how he came to the
shore, to find that an old witch who owed him a grudge had scuttled all the boats. He
prevailed on her to lend him one—at an exorbitant price: but it filled when they were
scarcely off the shore—and they had hard work to get back to land: and then she demanded
her price—Kormak’s brother bargaining with her—offering half, and finally ‘‘splitting
the difference.” So they had to ride round the head of the fjord—which would add a
couple of hours to the journey and of course make the chase hopeless.
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Trolla-kirkja. Hridtafjord. Thérodds-stadir.

128. BORDEYRL

Bordeyri and Théroddsstadir, where we crossed in a boat, lie opposite one another:
the former mentioned in ‘“Grettir” as the home of Thorkel—the latter of Thorbjorn, grandson
to the settler who gave his name to the place. “Thorbjorn was a great and hardy
warrior, but he was noted as being worse at getting servants than other men; he gave
very poor wages, nor was he thought a good man to deal with. There was a kinsman
of his hight Thorbjérn and bynamed Tardy: he was a sailor, and the namesakes were
partners. He was a fault-finding fellow, and went about jeering at most men”! Such
was the gossip of the countryside nine hundred years ago.

In the distance to the left rise the snowy peaks of Trollakirkja, ‘“giants’ kirk.” Bordeyri
is now a thriving port and trading place, where up-country folk come to market.
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129. THE RIVER OF MIDFJORD.

Kormak’s own home had been founded by his father on the Meols, as the gravelly
shore-banks would be called on the coast of Lancashire, and was thence called Mel, now
Melstad. It overlooks Midfjord, and beyond the fjord’s mouth the precipitous coast of
Hornstrandir, the strand which trends northward to the Horn, the cape of the north-west.
The immediate surroundings of Melstad are open and bare, but the panorama is wide,
and every section of it has some distant point of interest; for even Eiriks-jokul appears,
far away to the south, rising in a clear white dome over the heath.

Beneath Eiriks-jokul are the low hills of Nupsdal, the dale in which Kormak’s Steingerd
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136. JORUNDAR-FELL AND THE LAKE OF VATNSDAL.

To the left of these hills as seen in the last view the valley of Vatnsdal runs southward
up into the Heath. It gets its name from the little lake near its mouth, a quiet tarn under
the range that forms one side of the valley, over against the Vididal group. The highest
summit is called Jorundarfell, named from the early settler J6rund, whose advent is recorded
in the Vatnsdala saga, one of the Icelandic stories which still wait for a translation into
English. At the mouth of the valley is a group of hillocks, like a chaos of shot rubbish
on a bit of waste land, and highly interesting to geologists, who have disputed whether
they are glacial or volcanic. These are the hills of Vatnsdal, which the proverb already
quoted (p. 49) names as innumerable.
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139. VATNSDAL FROM HAUKA-GIL.






141. THORHALLS-STADIR,









142. DRANGEY FROM THE SOUTH.



143. DRANGEY AND THE KERLING
looking up Skagafjord.






144. UPSA-STRAND FROM HRISEY.

The next great fjord of the north is Eyjafjord—Isle firth—so called from the large
island of Hrisey (Copse isle) lying in the middle of the waterway at about a third of the
distance hetween the mouth and the head of the loch. The western shore of this lower
reach, before you come to the island, is called Upsa-strand (#ps is the same word as ‘eaves’
and sometimes applied to a mountain side like this long scarred slope above a steep from
which the streams descend like eavesdroppings).

At Upsir, under the eaves, the great valley of Svarfadardal (from Thorstein Svarfad,
the Sweeper, who settled it), branches off, running far back into the mountains.

Then the fjord narrows, and runs on for about ten miles until another valley meets
it, parallel with Svarfadardal, and called Horgardal from the horg or sacred place at Hof
near its mouth. The fjord narrows again and tapers off to its head, near which is Akureyri,
the modern trading place, a village or town second only in importance to Reykjavik.

The whole length of the fjord—-about forty miles—is walled in with mountains, some
of them snow-capped, though not so precipitous as much of the coast of the west and
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145. HORGARDAL IN EYJAFJORD.

the east. The actual shore is lined with huge banks of moraine. In our sketch of Akureyri
the churchyard stands on such a bank, some hundreds of feet above the strip of foreshore
on which the town is built. In the gills of these moraines—opening to east and south—
there is warmth and shelter, though the fjord looks toward the Arctic sea, and drift ice
sometimes floats into it even in summer. But the climate is far from rigorous. In the
gardens round the neat wooden houses—more picturesque and better kept than in most
parts of Iceland—tall sunflowers were blooming in August, and the rowan trees of Akureyri-
are almost too famous; for the mention of them by so many travellers suggests that no
trees exist or can exist elsewhere in this country—which is far from true. Only wanton
waste has robbed Iceland of its woods, which, in protected and sheltered spots, can grow
to a very fair size, and certainly did so of old.
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149. LODMUNDAR-FJORD,

Of Lodmundar-fjord, this tale is told in Landnima-book. ¢ Lodmund the Old was
very shape-strong and a wizard. He threw overboard his high-seat pillars into the sea, and
said he would settle where they came to land. He reached the shore at Lodmund’s fjord and
stayed there that winter: then he started to look for his high-seat pillars round the coast
southward. He carried all his goods to his ship, but before the sail was set he lay down and
bade no man be so bold as to speak to him. When he had lain there a little while, a great
crash was heard, and men saw that a mighty landslip was falling on the homestead that
Lodmund had built. After that he sat up and said, ‘ This is my weird, that no ship sailing
out from hence shall ever come safe from sea.” He sailed south round the (eastern) Horn and
westward past Hjorleif's-head, and still more to the west, and took land where his pillars had
come ”—at Sdlheimar, where we have already heard of his magic dealings in the ‘‘water-
leap.”™*

* see p. 4.
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our tale,—nothing of the marvels of frost and fire that so many have been anxious to see,
and so few have really penetrated and described.

Nor, again, have we gossipped as we might of the peasantry and their quaint, old-world
life, so charming and picturesque, interesting alike to the antiquary and the artist. There is
quite a new world for the painter in Iceland,—in sensational landscape and in pastoral
subjects; but all this was not in our programme.

Our one desire was to find the scenes of long ago,—to put a background to the figures
of history: and this we have done. Though there are a few minor sagas left without
illustration, we may claim to have carried out our enterprise. 'We have seen the homes of
the heroes. They are no longer empty names to us, no longer formless dreams; and with
their reality the great dramas of old start into life and action. It is as if a curtain had gone
suddenly up: as if our eyes were opened, at last, to the glory of the North.

151. SEYDISFJORD AT NIGHT.
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